In  every  important  tohacco-growinz 
center  of  Turkey,  Chesterfield  hai 
its  own  tobacco  buyers. 


Eastward  ho!  Four  thousand  miles  nearer  the  rising  sun — let's  go! 
To  the  land  of  mosques  and  minarets.  Let's  see  this  strange,  strange 
country.  Let's  see  the  land  where  the  tobacco*  grows  in  small  leaves 
on  slender  stalks  —  to  be  tenderly  picked,  leaf  by  leaf,  hung  in  long 
fragrant  strings,  shelter-dried  and  blanket-cured.  Precious  stuff! 
Let's  taste  that  delicate  aromatic  flavor — that  subtle  difference 
that  makes  a  cigarette! 


XANTHI    •    CAVALLA    •    SMYRNA 

famous   Turkish    Tobaccos 


SAM  SO  UN 


*Turkish  tobacco  is  to  cigarettes  what 
seasoning  is  to  food  —  the  "spice,"  the 
"sauce." 

You  can  titste  the  Turkish  in  Chester- 
field— there's  enough  of  it,  that's  why. 
Four  fiimous  kinds  of  Turkish  leaf — 
Xanthi,  Cavalla,  Smyrna,  Samsoun — go 


Wrapped  in  No.  300  DuPotit 

Moislim-Pronf  CtUophaiie . . . 

the  Best  Made 


into  the  smooth,  "spicy"  Chesterfield 
blend.  Just  one  more  reason  for  Chest- 
erfield's better  taste.  Tobaccos  from  far 
and  near,  the  best  of  their  several  kinds 
— and  the  right  kinds. 

That's  why  Chesterfields  are  GOOD 
— they've  got  to  be  and  they  are. 


Music  that  Satisfies 

Efeij  night  (except  Sunday),  1 0:30 

Eastern  Time,    Coliiittbia  Coast- 

to-Coast  Network. 


Finest    Turkish     and    Domestic    Tobaccos     Blended     and     Cross  -  Blended 


P  U  K  P  L  t 


He:  "You  remind  me  of  an 
angel,  dear,  you  are  always  harping 
on  something  and  you  never  seem 
to  have  anything  to  wear. 

Exchange 


WORSE 

Poppy  loves  Mommy, 
Mommy  loves  men. 
Now  Mommy's  full  of  buckshot 
And  Poppy's  in   the  pen. 

Washington  "Dirge" 


Her  hat  was  on  her  side,  her 
clothes  rumpled  and  her  shoes  were 
in  shreds. 

"Were  you  knocked  down  by  a 
motorist?"  asked  a  sympathetic  by- 
stander 

"No.  picked  up."  she  snapped. 
Desert  "Wolf" 


We  have  heard  about  girls  who 
skated  back  from  auto  rides,  girls 
who  swam  back  from  canoe  rides, 
and  girls  who  parachuted  back  from 
aeroplane  rides,  but  we  have  yet  to 
hear  what  happened  to  the  girl  who 
was  taken  out  walking. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


Young  wife,  sadly:  "He  never 
used  to  snore  before  we  were  mar- 
ried." 

North  Carolina  "Wataugan" 


Golfer  (to  members  ahead): 
"Pardon,  but  would  you  mind  if 
I  played  through?  I've  just  heard 
that  my  wife  has  been  taken  seri- 
ously ill.  " 

Tennessee  "Mugwump" 


I  love  vour  lips,   I  love  your  eyes, 
I  love  your  hair,  'tis  true! 
But  if  vou  had  no  Rolls  Royce, 
I  wonder,  would  you  do? 

North  Carolina  "Wataugan" 


"Robinson?" 
"Here." 
"Rosenthal?" 
"Present!" 
"Mary  Smith?" 
"Here,  sir.  " 
"Wanamaker?" 
"Hell,  yes!" 

Kansas 
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Sour  Owl' 


NOT  A 
GAMBLE! 

Because  most  student  buyers  are  new 
to  Evanston  and  Chicago,  they  are 
influenced  more  by  advertising  and 
less  by  habit  in  making  purchases 
than  any  other  group  of  customers. 
You  can  direct  a  vast  tide  of  student 
trade  to  your  estabHshment  by  sedu- 
lously cultivating  the  student  field. 
Call  us  today,  and  let  us  assist  you 
in  an  effective  campaign. 

Northwestern 
Student  Publications: 

The  Daily  Northwestern 

Purple  Parrot,  humor  monthly 

The  Syllabus,  official  yearbook 

M  S,  quarterly  literary  magazine 

Controlled  by   the 

Students'  Publishing  Co.mpany,  Inc. 

loi    University   Hall 

EVANSTON 

Telephone  University  3744 

ADVERTISING   RATES  ON   REQUEST 
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The  Circus  is  Coming! 


.  .  .  and 
Chandler's  i  s 
the  place  to 
supply  every 
circus  need. 


Art-lacs,  Metallics 

Poster  Paints,  Balloons 

Bristol  Board,  Crepe  Paper  and 
Streamers 

Stein's  Theatrical  Make-up,  Wigs  and 
Mustachios 

CHANDLER'S 

Fountain  Square,  Evanston 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely  or  hastily,  as  you  wish. 

Because  you  can  be  sure  of  a  wide 
selection    of    reallv    good    food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 


"Mamma,    is    that    a    Moham- 
medan?" 

"Yes,  dear." 

"Mamma,    what    makes   him    so 
dark?" 

"Shhh,  dear!  He's  an  unbleached 
Muslin." 

Penn  "Punch  Boivl" 


Curious:     "Why    do    they    call 
sailboats  she?" 

Cognizant:    "Because  they  make 
a  better  showing  in  the  wind." 

Penn  "Punch  Bowl" 


Date:    "I    just    can't    adjust    my 
curriculum!" 

Frosh:    "Oh,   that's   all    right,    it 
doesn't  show." 

Mass.  "Voo  Doo" 


"They  call  that  couple  over  there 
the  "Teddy  Roosevelts!  " 

"Why?" 

"Well,    he's   always    rough,    and 
she's  always  ready." 

Colgate  "Banter" 


"I  never  kissed  a  girl  in  my  life." 
"Well,      don't      come      buzzing 
around  mc.    I'm  not  running  a  prep 
school."  "Exchange" 

\\'^ebster  says  that  "taut"  means 
tight.  I  guess  I've  been  taut  quite 
a  bit  in  this  school,  after  all. 

"Green  Gander" 


Our  term  for  a  girl  who  gets 
married  while  attending  school  is  a 
co-wed  Missouri  "Shoicme" 


"Big  boy,  ah  heahs  you  was 
makin'  love  to  mah  wife!" 

"Only  practisin,'  brother,  ah's 
gotta  propose  to  mah  girl  tomorrah 
night." 

Wisconsin  "Octopus" 


"Is  this  a  postofRce?" 
"No,    this   is   just    the   stamping 
ground  for  a  lot  of  mails.  " 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial" 


PASTORAL 
Violets  are  green, 
Roses  are  pink 
Immediately  after 

The  thirteenth  drink. 

\'irginia   "Reel" 
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-;-      NOW    IT    COSTS    LESS    TO    HAVE      -\- 

Crane  distinction  . . .  Crane  comfort 


T  Crane  Co.  is  making  1 93  2  a  year  in  which 
distinction  becomes  less  costly  than 
mediocrity;  refinements  ot  comfort  more 
economical  than  Spartan  simplicity.  For 
Crane  Co.  has  revised  the  price  of  every 
product  in  its  plumbing  line  to  1913  levels. 

You  mav  ask,  "How  does  this  affect  my 
home.''"  The  answer  lies  in  the  fact  that 
today  the  finest  fixtures  Crane  Co.  makes, 

—  those  which  in  the  past  were  reserved  tor 
homes  where  cost  was  the  last  consideration, 

—  are  now  within  the  reach  of  homes  where 
cost  is  one  of  the  first  considerations. 


So,  you  have  an  opportunity,  without  paral- 
lel, to  make  over  your  bathrooms,  setting  no 
limitations  on  your  taste,  exceeding  no  limi- 
tations of  your  budget.  Ask  your  contractor 
about  new,  low  prices  tor  Crane  plumbing 
and  heating  materials  and  about  the  Crane 
Budget  Plan  under  which  the  cost  ot  mod- 
ernizing can  be  distributed  over  two  years. 

CRAN  E 

PLUMBING    AND    HEATING    MATERIALS 

CRANE  CO.,  GENERAL  OFFICES:  836  S.  MICHIGAN  AVE.,  CHICAGO 

NEW  YORK:  23  WEST  44th  STREET 

Branches  and  Sales  Offices  in  One  Hundred  and  Ninety  Citief 


Be  broad-minded,  girls,  unless 
you  want  to  spend  the  rest  of  your 
life  looking  under  a  bed. 

Temple  "Owl" 


"Goodness,  George!  This  is  not 
our  baby!  This  is  the  wrong  car- 
riage." 

"Shut  up!  This  is  a  better  car- 
riage." S.   Cal.   "Wampus" 


PROBABLY  BOTH 
"Is   my   face   dirty    or   is   it    my 
imaginrition.''" 

"Your  face  is  clean.  I  don't  know 
about  your  imagination." 

Grinnell   " Malteaser" 


Ethyl   says:    "It's  a   great   life  if 
your  don'ts  weaken." 

"Orange  Peel" 


Mother:  "Daughter,  dear,  your 
boy  friend  brought  you  home  rather 
late  last  night." 

Daughter:  "Yes,  mother,  did  the 
noise  disturb  you?" 

Mother:  No,  but  the  silence 
did."  Anapolis  "Log" 


"What    do    you    call    your    can- 


ary.' 


"Joe." 

"Is   that   for  Joseph   or  Joseph- 


mer 


"We  don't  know.     That's  why 
we  call  it  Joe." 

Colgate    "Banter" 


There  once  was  a  young  man  from 

Peru 
Who  was  feeling  quite  lonely  and 
be-lu. 

He  made  a  blind  date 
With  a  terrible  crate. 
And  now  with  women  he's  theru. 
Washington  "Dirge" 


Let    there    be    light — wines    and 
beer.  Wabash  "Caveman" 


Every  family  tree  has  its  sap. 
Buckncll  "Belle  Hop' 


1  'C:  "Are  you  doing  anything 
tomorrow  afternoon.''" 

4'C:  "Yes.  I'm  going  to  my 
wife's  funeral  if  it  doesn't  rain." 
Anapolis  "Log" 


Intelligence  is  the  ability  on  the 
part  of  the  editor  of  a  college  comic 
magazine  to  distinguish  between 
the  naughty.  the  very,  very 
naughty,  and  the  terribly  naughty. 
Will-power  is  the  ability  to  with- 
stand the  temptation  to  print  the 
latter  class. 

Arizona  "Kittii  Kat" 


Freddie  Frat  says:  When  my 
sweetie  turns  me  down  I  go  see  my 
necks  best.    Wabash  "Caveman" 


L'il  piccaniny 

Looks  just  like  his  poppy; 
Don't  know  what  to  call  him 

'Les'  it's  "Carbon  Copy." 

Bucknell  "Belle  Hop' 


Mother:    "Why   is   it   you're   so 
tired  after  every  dance,  Mary?" 

Daughter:     "Well,    mother,    it's 
because  of  the  waist  movements!" 
Cornell  "Widoiv" 


Flowers  are  getting  cheaper:  you 
can   find   pansies   almost   any   place. 
Ohio  Sun  Dial" 
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BUSINESS      DIRECTORY 

PURPLE      PARROT      ADVERTISERS 
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AUTOMOBILES: 
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North    Shore    Hotel 2 
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SUPPER  CLUB: 

Limehouse    5 


LET 


POLLY 


DO      YOUR       SHOPPING 


Shop  here  and  Profit  by 


WATCHES  JEWELRY  | 

REPAIRING  I 

Lee  Nelson  \ 

1626  Orrington  Ave.  I 

University  0461  ' 


To  be^  or  not  to  be? 

That   is    NOT  the    question    here. 

QUESTION:  Have  you  gotten  into  the  habit  of 
reading     "ads"    in    your    student    publications? 

Have  you  got  the  habit  of  patronizing  THE 
printer    who    advertises    with    you? 

GET    THE    HABIT    OF    PATRONIZING 

Kap  s  Print  Shop 

806  Post  OfRce  PI.  Tel.   UNI.  0733 
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As  he  bent  close  to  her  and  gazed 
into  her  radiant,  tear-filled  eyes,  he 
spoke  slowly,  softly  and  with  great 
deliberation.  "Yes,"  he  said,  "there 
is  a  cinder  in  your  eye. 

Dartmouth  "Yellow  Jacket" 


An  Englishman,  after  watching 
an  American  couple  dancing,  said, 
"They  always  get  married  after 
that,  don't  they?" 

Anapolis  "Log" 


"I  may  not  have  a  little  fairy  in 
my  home  or  a  little  miss  in  my  car," 
said  Oscar,  "but  I  certainly  have  a 
little  made  in  my  cellar." 

Anapolis   "Log" 


How  the  deuce  did  King  Solo- 
mon get  so  many  wives  without 
an  automobile? 

Arizona  "Ktty  Kat" 


S.  D.  J. — What  character  do  you 
have  in  the  next  act? 

Girl — I'm  not  supposed  to  have 
any  character:  I'm  in  the  chorus. 
Boston  "Beanpot" 


Motlier,  entering  the  room  unex- 
pectedly, "Well,  I  never!  .  .  ." 

Daughter — "Oh,     mother,     you 
must  have." 

Temple  "Owl" 


They  say  that  bread  contains  al- 
cohol, so  let's  drink  a  little  toast. 
West   Point    "Pointer" 

^     ■     ^ 

Egotistic  Al  says  he  spent  last 
evening  in  the  company  of  the  one 
he  loves  best.  He's  getting  to  be 
quite  a  recluse. 

Lehigh  "Burr" 


"We    need    another    guy    for 
party  to-night.      Will   you   hold  , 
hand?" 

"Sorry,  but  I  don't  play  bridge.' 
"Who  said  anything  about  play 
ing  bridge?" 

Pitt  "Panther" 


The.ce  are  two  types  of  girls: 
those  that  come  home  from  a  ball 
and  dance,  and  those  that  come 
home  from  a  dance  and  bawl. 

Reserve   "Red  Cat" 


LIMEHOUSE 

HOWARD  ST.— East  of  "L,"  West  of  Sheridan  Rd. 


A  delightful  place  to  dine 
and  dance.  A  convenient 
place  -for  Northwestern  stu- 
dents  to   take   their   dates. 


No  cover  or  minimum 
charge  to  Northwestern 
students. 


JERRY   POTTER 
and   His  Orchestra 


You  Can't  Miss 

with  the 

New  One  Minute 
Cc 
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A  •  LETTER  •  TO  •  THE  •  CAMPUS  •  WRITTEN 
BY  •  ITS  •  SERVANTS  •  FAR  •  FROM  •  HOME 
AND  •  FIRESIDE  •  DURING  •  WHAT  •  SHOULD 
BE  •  VACATION  •  PROVOKED  •  BY  •  THOUGHTS 
ANTICIPATING  •  THE  •  FIRST  •  DAYS  •  OF  •  JUNE 


In  these  days  when  mid-semester  examinations  are  being  given 
only  to  be  cut  by  Students,  when  Spirited  Controversy  over  childish  sub- 
jects can  arouse  the  efforts  of  blushing  Professors  and  weak-minded  under- 
graduates, and  everyone  that  ever  knew  the  meaning  of  Ambition  is  either 
planning  for  or  counting  Income  from  orgies  of  Entertainment  and 
Revenue  called  by  various  titles  such  as  Ball,  Carnival.  Show,  etc.,  we 
humbly  wish  to  remind  all  inmates  of  this  Institution  that  its  most  com- 
prehensive, though  least  pretentious.  Production  of  the  year  is  now  near 
the  date  of  presentation. 

If  we  unmodestly  wish  to  present  the  1933  World's  Fair  Syllabus 
as  the  United  States'  most  beautiful  Yearbook  it  is  not  through  any  desire 
to  Exaggerate  the  facts.  The.  as  yet.  unpublished  views  of  the  World's 
Fair,  in  six-color  modernistic  art  work:  four-color  scenic  oil  paintings  of 
the  campus.  Beauty  Queens  who  (we  hope)  will  be  considered  beautiful 
and  impartially  chosen:  the  Conference  Champions  and  Near-champions; 
and  all  the  Folly  and  Fame  of  anyone  connected  with  Northwestern 
University  v»'ill  be  included  between  the  covers  of  a  Syllabus  that  is  com- 
pletely planned  and  executed  to  be  a  proud  possession. 

Whether  you  are  interested  in  the  Spice  in  Cuts  and  Grinds,  or  in 
your  picture  in  the  various  sections,  or  in  the  complete  section  of  Activities, 
or  whether  you  are  thinking  of  those  yet-unproduced  Grandchildren,  we 
wish  to  remind  you  of  the  last  Opportunity  now  available  to  students  to 
have  their  names  included  on  the  Subscription  List  of  the  1933  Syllabus 
at  the  regular  price  of  $4.50.  Your  subscription  brought  or  mailed  in  to 
loi  University  Hall  will  bring  you  this  Volume  somewhere  around  May 
15th.  and  we  take  the  liberty  of  anticipating  the  last-minute  regrets  of 
those  who  will  be  without  a  Syllabus  in  June.     May  we  hear  from  youi" 

Respectfully  at  Your  Service, 

THE  SYLLABUS  OF  1933 
Robert  Davis  Thompson.  Manager 
Don  Bayard  Oakland,  Editor 
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Miss 

Depression 

The  world's  best 
known  and  least 
loved  public  figure— 

Everybody's  felt 
her. 
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Spring   Fever 


It  is  Spring,  the  calendar  tells  us.  even  though,  as 
we  write  this,  the  balmy  days  and  balmier  nights 
haven't  started  yet  and  only  a  few  of  the  girls  have 
started  getting  up  at  six  to  put  on  those  new  Spring 
outfits  that  remind  one  of  the  fact  that  it's  an  ill  wind 
that  blows  nobody  good. 

Polly,  of  course,  is  a  bird  who  is  kept  well  caged — 
so  well  caged,  in  fact,  that  she  doesn't  even  know  about 
the  biological  urge  except  by  hearsay,  innuendo,  and 
the  exchange  jokes  that  we  have  to  throw  out  every 
month.  But  even  though  she  be  just  a  prim  old  maid 
— and  maid  in  only  the  better  sense  of  the  word — 
Polly  cannot  resist  the  temptation  to  pause  awhile  to 
ponder  on  the  spectacle  which  Spring  will  soon  afford. 

For  each  year,  simultaneous  with  the  announcement 
of  the  name  of  the  Phi  Delt  chairman  for  the  next 
year's  Waa-Mu  show,  and  shortly  after  the  annual  pub- 
lications house-cleaning  has  been  held.  Spring  descends 
onto  the  shores  of  Lake  Michigan  and  the  sap  begins 
to  run  in  the  trees  and  the  saps  to  run  into  the  women's 
quadrangles.  The  U.  H.  reviewing  stand  is  filled  to 
capacity  every  day.  much  to  the  disgust  of  the  women, 
EIGHT 


some  of  whom  have  to  go  three  blocks  out  of  their  way 
to  walk  past  it.  The  women  walk  along  the  lake 
shore  and  the  men  hang  around  the  beaches;  fraternity 
pins  are  at  a  premium  and  bull  sessions  reach  a  new 
low:  and  just  as  surely  as  May  follows  April  beer  fol- 
lows stronger  beverages  as  the  great  throat  wash — that 
is.  it  would  if  Northwestern  men  drank,  but  the  Police 
Chief  says  they  don't,  so  the  above  was  simply  poetic 
license. 

In  other  words,  men,  it  will  be  a  woman's  world 
from  now  on.  and  you  may  lay  to  that.  Maybe  you 
think  that  because  they  didn't  approve  of  Leap  Year 
Week  they're  shy  and  retiring,  but  don't  forget  that 
wise  persons  have  defined  love  as  the  game  in  which 
"the  man  chases  the  woman  until  she  catches  him." 
The  women  will  take  over  the  activities  of  the  campus 
for  a  week,  and  elect  a  May  Queen,  but  that's  only  a 
minor  disturbance  compared  with  the  ones  that  they'll 
try  to  create  in  the  masculine  breasts  of  our  strong 
Northwestcrners.  'Within  a  month  every  freshman  mark 
will  even  start  imagining  that  he  and  his  freshman  girl 
are  the  hcros  of  all  the  risque  he  and  she  jokes. 

Well.  Polly  doesn't  particularly  care.     Having  been 
around  here  a  good   long  time  she  has  commenced  to 
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believe  that  watching  the  moon  come  up  over  Wilmette 
harbor,  dancing  until  the  wee  hours  and  then  taking 
the  longest  way  home,  and  all  those  kindred  sports  are 
perhaps  the  only  worthwhile  things  that  universities 
offer.  Certainly  at  Northwestern,  where  activities  have 
become  so  closely  watched  that  there's  no  chance  for 
graft,  studies  placed  on  such  a  large  scale  that  nobody 
understands  them,  and  where  the  student  body  has  gone 
into  a  rather  benign  trance,  the  Call  of  the  Flesh  pro- 
vides harmless  and  amusing  sport — as  long  as  it's  done 
in  a  nice  way,  of  course. 

So  go  ahead,  boys,  and  jump  in  the  pond.  There 
are  plenty  of  other  fish  in  it  now.  Fire  away  girls.  May 
he  be  half  as  unusual  as  you  think  he  is.  But  don't 
say  you  weren't  warned  to  be  careful.  Run  along  to 
your  play.  now.  while  Polly  nods  on  her  perch  and 
dreams  about  some  green  jungle  and  a  brilliantly  col- 
ored cockatoo. 


Changed   Policy  of 
Daily  Editorials 

We  rise  to  protest  the  usurpation  of  and  invasion 
into  a  field  which  we  have  commonly  considered  as 
reserved  for  the  PuRPLE  PARROT.  The  editorial  column 
of  the  Daily  Northwestern  of  late  has  apparently 
been  attempting  to  serve  two  functions,  namely  that  of 
a  humor  magazine  and  at  times  that  of  a  serious  opin- 
ion stating  organ.  Expression  of  opinion  and  not 
humor  is  generally  conceived  to  be  the  particular  func- 
tion of  an  editorial  column.  Now  if  the  Daily  North- 
western and  its  editorial  chairman  arc  serious  in  their 
opinion  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  might  we  suggest  that 
an  interchange  of  publication  names  be  effected  and 
the  respective  staffs  carry  on  as  before.  The  editorial 
column  has  literally  and  figuratively  absorbed  the  Last 
Word,  and  the  Last  Word  was  really  not  very  good, 
either   as   editorial   copy   or   for   its   humorous   content. 

Let  us  quote  from  the  columns  of  the  editorial 
column,  and  then  offer  up  a  silent  prayer  for  the  good 
old  days.  In  the  editorial  column  of  the  Daily  North- 
western of  April  I  2  appears  this  paragraph  in  a  forced 
editorial  entitled  'Tun." 

"Ah,  us'  "^X^ould  that  we  still  had  a  child-like  mind 
so  that   we,   too,   might   frolic  on   May   day   upon   the 


grassy  down!  Would  that  we.  too.  might  wanton  with 
the  wind,  might  dance  the  Maypole  dance  without  get- 
ting the  garlands  too  fearfully  tangled." 

We  quote  this  merely  as  an  example  of  the  stones 
which  the  editorial  column  has  been  offering  to  the 
hungry  multitudes  clamoring  for  bread,  and  suggest  a 
return  to  the  serious-minded  type  of  editorial  so  com- 
petently written  and  published  by  Mr.  Leach  and  his 
staff. 


Cehosephat!!   Geniuses! 

The  world  at  present  is  looking  with  curiosity  and 
some  interest  on  Northwcstern's  "Prodigy  Experiment." 
We  have  read  in  the  columns  of  the  Daily  Northwest- 
ern much  favorable  comment  for  the  reception  of  the 
youthful  geniuses,  but  has  the  Dally  Northwestern  in 
its  editorial  columns  fairly  presented  the  subject  for 
the  benefit  of  its  readers? 

The  intellectual  fitness  of  the  incoming  youths  is 
above  question.  They  are  equipped  mentally  to  carry 
on  college  work,  and  competently  pursue  a  course  of 
study  and  intellectual  training  usually  reserved  for  men 
considerably  their  senior. 

So  far  so  good,  but  it  seems  that  there  is  more  to 
the  question  than  this.  Is  this  prodigy,  who  is  about 
to  take  his  or  her  place  in  our  midst,  capable  of  the 
tremendous  environmental  adjustment  which  his  or  her 
entrance  into  college  necessitates?  Does  he  possess  the 
ability,  precocious  as  he  is.  to  adapt  himself  satisfac- 
torily to  that  great  peculiar  body  of  influences  known 
collectively  as  college  environment?  Has  the  univer- 
sity failed  to  take  into  consideration  the  vast  amount 
of  extra-curricular  activity  which  forms  so  important 
a  part  of  college  life,  and  which  is  of  such  value  in 
molding  that  college  man  and  woman  in  mind,  and 
soul,  and  spirit'  Is  there  a  definite  place  for  this 
"child"  in  this  complex  collegiate  world  composed  en- 
tirely of  men  and  women  much  older  who  possess  cor- 
respondingly different  ideas  about  life  and  actions? 
Social  environment,  fraternal  associations,  athletics  and 
other  activities  are  unquestionably  of  indispensable 
value  to  the  collegian,  and  we  cannot  see  how  a  group  of 
prodigies  are  to  fit  into  this  scheme,  with  good  advan- 
tage to  themselves. 

It  is  good  publicity,  but  is  it  practical? 
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Kappa:      Did    I    ever   show    you 
the  place  where  I  hurt  my  hip? 

Beta:      No. 

Kappa:  Well,  we'll  drive  around 
that  way. 

^  ■  * 

Operator:    Number,    please. 
Drunk  (in  phone  booth)  :  Num- 
ber, hell;   I  want  my  peanuts. 


She  calls  him  pilgrim — every 
time  he  calls  he  makes  a  little  prog- 
ress. 


How  much  is  this  radio? 

Fifty  dollars,  cash. 

And  how  much  is  it  on  time? 

Sixty-five  dollars;  fifty  dollars 
down  and  three  dollars  a  week  for 
five  weeks. 


A  steamship  company  once  wired 
to  the  captain  of  one  of  its  ships: 
'■MOVE  HEAVEN  AND  EARTH 
STOP  GET  HERE  FRIDAY" 

The  next  day  the  reply  came 
back,  "RAISED  HELL  STOP 
GET  THERE  THURSDAY." 


Sig  Alph:  Who  invented  work, 
anyway? 

Sig  Chi;  You  should  worry; 
you'll  never  infringe  on  his  patent. 


Old  Lady;  Here's  a  dollar  for 
you,  my  good  man. 

Tramp:  Lord  bless  you,  lady; 
if  there  ever  was  a  fallen  angel,  it's 
you. 

At  the  nineteenth  hole,  after  a 
hard  round  of  golf,  the  Scotchman 
said  to  his  caddy:  "Here  my  lad, 
is  something  for  a  hot  whiskey." 

Then  he  dropped  into  the  boy's 
eager  hand  a  lump  of  sugar. 


FULL.  TOO 

Stewed;  I'll  have  you  know — 
hie — that  I'm  part — hie — of  the 
Standard  Oil  Company. 

Slightly  bored  copper:  Yeh? 
What  part? 

Stew:    One   of   the — hie — tanks. 


HEAD  WORK 

Pat  applied  for  a  job  as  black- 
smith's helper.  The  smith  agreed 
to  try  him.  although  he  appeared 
rather  light  for  the  work. 

"Listen,"  said  the  blacksmith, 
"take  this  hammer.  I'll  take  the 
horseshoe  out  of  the  forge  and  lay 
it  on  the  anvil.  When  I  nod  my 
head,  hit  it  with  the  hammer." 

Pat  did  as  instructed;  the  black- 
smith never  nodded  his  head  again. 


First  band  player:  Whose  was 
that  piccolo  I  saw  you  with  last 
night? 

Second  bandoleer:  That  was  no 
piccolo;  that  was  my  fife. 


When  the  old  man  failed  to  help 
his  wife  enter  the  car,  she  remarked: 
"You  aren't  as  gallant  as  you  were 
when   I   was  a  gal." 

He  replied:  "And  you  aren't  as 
bouyant  as  you  were  when  I  was 
a  boy,  either." 


First  Pelican:    That's  a  nice  fish 
you  have  there. 

Second  Sig  Nu:    Well,  it  fills  the 
bill. 


Salesman:  Why.  these  shirts 
laugh  at  laundries. 

Customer:  Yeh.  I  know.  They 
come  back  with  their  sides  split. 


And  then  there's  the  pledge  who 
sewed  a  folded  calendar  into  the 
scat  of  his  pants  before  Hell  Week 
— knowing  that  time  softens  all 
blows. 


Two  passengers  on  an  ocean  li- 
ner were  chatting.  The  first  was  an 
author.  Said  he,  proudly.  "You 
know,  I'm  quite  literary.  I  have 
contributed  to  the  Atlantic  Month- 

ly-" 

At  this  a  sickly  look  passed  over 
the  visage  of  his  companion,  who 
replied,  "Oh,  yeah?  I've  contrib- 
uted to  the  Atlantic  daily." 
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Love  Among  the  Prodigies 

By  John   Kaylor  Northway 


{Child  prodigies  will  be  sought  at 
Northwestern  in  the  future — Prexy 
Scott  in  a  news  item.) 

John  Hamilton  Smith,  of  the 
class  of  '42,  and  a  member  of  Phi 
Kappa  Psi.  knocked  on  the  door  at 
the  Kappa  house,  and  the  house 
mother  came  to  the  door. 

"No,  sonny."  she  said,  "we  don't 
want  any  Saturday  Evening  Posts 
today." 

"Saturday  Evening  Post,  hell." 
said  the  caller.  "Is  Mary  Smith 
here?" 

"Oh.  just  a  moment."  said  the 
house  mother,  "rub  the  mud  off 
your  shoes  and  come  in.  Here,  sit 
on  this  stool  and  I'll  call  her."  She 
went  to  the  stairs  and  yelled,  "Oh, 
Mary,  little  Johnny  Smith's  here 
to  see  you." 

Soon  the  patter  of  little  feet  was 
heard  on  the  steps,  and  little  Mary 
entered  the  room.  "Oh.  R-r-rilly," 
she  said,  keeping  up  the  old  Kappa 
tradition,  "you're  a  little  late.  Are 
we  going  to  the  Drake?" 

"Aw  shucks,  Mary,  that's  kid 
stuff.  Prexy  says  we're  geniuses 
ahead  of  our  age,  and  we  gotta  act 
like  men.  Let's  get  tight.  And  look. 
I  brought  you  a  big  red  apple." 

"Thanks.  Johnny.  How  are  you 
coming  on  the  marble  team?  " 

"Gee.  Mary,  not  so  well,  I  guess. 
Coach  says  if  I  don't  pass  my  Eng- 
lish I'll  not  be  eligible  to  shoot  the 
agates,  and  I'll  have  to  sit  on  the 
curb  for  the  big  game  Saturday.  But 
let's  go.  I  have  my  coaster  wagon 
outside." 

"Sure,"  said  Mary,  "but  it  isn't 
time  to  go  to  the  Drake  yet." 

"Let's  neck."  suggested  John 
Hamilton  Smith. 

"Neck?  What's  that?" 

"Oh.  it's  something  they  used  to 
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do  in  the  old  days  around  here." 
He  explained  more  in  detail. 

"Oh,  but  Johnny;  Mother  says 
that's   wrong." 

"Come,"  he  said,  yawning.  "It's 
all  a  matter  of  moral  relativity," 
and  with  a  practised  hand  he  steered 
the  wagon  into  a  little  by-path. 
"Babes  in  the  Wood."  he  thought 
to  himself  with  pleasant  memories 
of    other    things. 


A  Mexican  jumping   bean  celebrating 
leap  year. 

The  English  exam  that  was  to 
determine  John's  eligibility  was  go- 
ing on.  Little  Johnny  sat  squirming 
in  his  seat.  Had  he  the  nerve  to  do 
it  or  not?  He  was  afraid  everybody 
would  laugh.  Well,  he  couldn't 
stand  it  much  longer.  He  had  to 
concentrate  hard  on  these  exam 
questions,  and  he  couldn't  under 
his  circumstances.  But  what  would 
the  professor  say?  Well,  he  had  to 
do  it.  He  raised  his  hand.  "Ex- 
cused." said  the  professor.  In  a  few 
moments  he  returned  and  sat  down. 
With  a  relieved  expression  he  started 
to  write. 


The  English  professor  was  in  his 
office  grading  papers.  The  exam  had 
been  very  easy.  "Tell  the  story  of 
Little  Red  Riding  Hood.  Contrast 
the  characters  of  Alice  and  the  Red 
Queen.  What  is  your  opinion  of  the 
moral  conduct  of  "Tom,  Tom,  the 
Piper's  Son"?  Perhaps  he  shouldn't 
have  included  those  spot  passages 
from  Mother  Goose.  That  was  a 
sticker,  he  had  to  admit. 

There  was  a  timid  knock  on  the 
door.  "Come  in."  he  said,  and  Mary 
entered. 

"I  just  thought  I'd  come  in  and 
talk  over  my  work."  she  said,  roll- 
ing her  eyes  at  him.  "Here.  Want  a 
suck  of  my  lollipop?" 

"Why,  uh,  no  thanks,"  he  said. 
"Your  work.  I  am  happy  to  say, 
is  excellent." 

"Oh,  thank  you  so  much."  she 
cooed.  "I'd  like  to  sit  on  your  lap 
and  kiss  you." 

"Please,  now.  I'm  busy."  he  al- 
most screamed.  "You  run  along  like 
a  good  little  girl  and  let  Papa  get 
his  work  done." 

"Damn."  he  said  after  she  was 
gone.  The  little  beggars  were  always 
climbing  on  you.  and  putting  their 
sticky  hands  on  you.  He  sighed  re- 
gretfully for  the  good  old  days. 
There  was  a  time  for  you.  when 
the  big  girls  used  to  come  in  and 
try  to  sex-appeal  grades  out  of  you. 
Dammit  all.  if  this  kept  up  he  was 
going  to  enter  a  convent. 

:^       ^       * 

It  was  the  night  before  the 
big  game.  Johnny  and  Mary 
were  out  together  in  his  wagon.  As 
they  passed  down  the  dark  street,  he 
slipped  his  arm  around  her,  and 
from  then  on  she  worked  the  wheel- 
brake  for  him.   He  slid  into  a  cor- 
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ner.  "Hey,  Mary."  he  cooed,  "may 
I  kiss  you?" 

"Oh,  I'm  afraid,"  she  said.  "Be- 
sides, that  molasses  candy  on  your 
mouth  will  get  me  all  sticky." 

But  John,  drunken  with  lust, 
would  not  take  no  for  an  answer. 
His  breath  coming  fast,  and  his  eyes 
gleaming  with  passion,  he  reached 
over  and  gave  her  a  resounding 
smack  on  the  cheek. 

"Oh,  Johnny,"  she  said.  "Now 
you'll  have  to  marry  me." 

Before  he  could  answer  his  eyes 
saw  something  gleaming  beside  the 
wagon.  He  picked  it  up.  It  was 
an  empty  bottle  labeled  "Gordon." 
He  pulled  out  the  cork,  and  they 
smelled  it.  They  fell  down  in  a 
drunken  stupor,  their  hands  still 
held    together    in    sensual    embrace. 

^  *  H^ 

"Yes,  boys,"  said  the  Coach, 
"you've  got  to  go  in  there  and  win. 
The  boys  in  this  school  aren't 
handling  the  mibs  the  way  they 
used  to.  Well,  all  of  Northwestern 
of  the  past  will  be  looking  at  you 
today.  Shoot  those  agates  straight, 
and  remember,  knucks  down  for 
dear  old  Alma  Mater.  And  as  for 
you,  John  Smith,  no  heller  can  have 
a  place  on  my  team.  You  put  on 
this  dunce  cap  and  stand  in  the 
corner." 

Two  hours  later  Johnny  heard 
the  team  go  by,  their  bags  laden 
with  the  marbles  they  had  taken 
from  the  men  of  Notre  Dame.  And 
he  heard  Mary's  voice,  talking  to 
the  captain  of  the  team,  "Gee. 
Billy,  you   were  wonderful." 

"C'mon.  Mary."  Bill  said,  his 
voice  full  of  pride.  "C'mon,  and 
I'll  buy  you  a  soda." 

Johnny  sobbed  as  though  his 
heart  would  break.  He  had  learned 
the  first  great  lesson  of  university 
life — you  can't   trust  a  co-ed. 


FLEAING 

Two  fleas  were  talking  in  medi- 
eval times.  Quoth  the  first:  "'Tis 
no  fun  living  in  a  suit  of  armor." 

To  which  the  second  replied 
right  wittily:  "Nay,  nay.  Heaven 
help  a  fellow  on  a  knight  like  this." 


Lieutenant:  The  enemy  are  as 
thick  as  peas,  sir.  What  shall  we 
do? 

Captain:  Shell  'em.  you  nit- wit, 
shell  'em. 


A  lady  on  a  street  car  was  be- 
coming quite  annoyed  by  the  ac- 
tions of  a  little  colored  boy  seated 
next  to  her.  When  the  child  re- 
fused to  obey  its  mother's  com- 
mands to  be  quiet,  she  stated  haugh- 
tily, "Madam,  I  think  your  child 
is  spoiled." 

"Oh,  no,  ma'am,  no  ma'm  all 
little  colored  boys  smell  like  that." 


A  Real  Necking  Party 


Look  at  that  dam'  baboon  over 
there  makin'  a  monkey  of  himself! 


An  Englishman  was  boasting 
about  the  agricultural  products  of 
his  native  land.  "Why."  he  cried, 
"over  here  the  pumpkins  are  so 
large  that  three  men  can  stand  on 
one  of  them." 

"Humph,"  snorted  his  American 
companion,  "over  in  America  I've 
seen  twenty  cops  stand  on  one 
beat." 


Nuts:  I  know  a  man  who  can 
play  a  piano,  and  yet  he  has  no 
hands. 

Bolts:  That's  nothing.  One  of 
our  fraternity  brothers  sings  every 
day.  and  yet  he  has  no  voice. 


"And  you  don't  know  anything 
about  religion?"  queried  the  mis- 
sionary. 

"Well,  we  got  a  little  taste  of  it 
when  the  last  missionary  was  here," 
replied  the  cannibal  chieftan. 


"My  brother  takes  up  Spanish, 
French,  Greek,  Italian.  English  and 
German." 

"My  goodness!  How  many 
hours  does  he  carry?" 

"Oh,  he  doesn't  go  to  school:  he 
runs  an  elevator." 


Smart  Frosh:  I  almost  sold  my 
shoes  today. 

Smarter  (?)  Soph:  Yeh?  How 
come? 

Frosh:    I  had  them  half-soled. 


Have  any  of  you  ever  slept  in  one 
of  those  three  season  beds? — You 
know — no  spring. 


Teacher:  What  is  the  meaning 
of  the  word  "trite"? 

Stude:    Worn   out. 

Teacher:  Give  me  a  sentence 
using  it. 

Stude:    My  pants  are  trite. 


Doctor:  What  you  need,  my 
man,  is  one  or  two  electric  baths 
to  fix  you  up  again. 

Patient:  Not  a  chance,  doc.  My 
brother  took  one  of  those  at  Sing- 
Sing,  and  he  got  drowned. 


If  a  man  gave  a  dime  to  one  of 
his  sons  and  fifteen  cents  to  the 
other,   what  time  would  it  be? 

A  quarter  to  two. 


Captain:  All  hands  on  deck! 
The  ship  is  leaking! 

Sleepy  voice  from  fo'c's'le:  Aw, 
put  a  pan  under  it  and  come  to  bed. 
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Aunt  Polly  does  not  wish  to 
wholly  disappoint  you  this  month 
but  she  must  be  careful  to  keep  her 
skirts  out  of  the  "dirt"  which  the 
"powers  that  Bee"  claim  is  over 
running  our  lily-white  campus. 
Mayhaps  we  should  have  kept  that 
tombstone  which  we  published  a 
picture  of  last  month  and  carved 
three  other  names  on  its  face.  We're 
sorry  Leach.  Northway  and  Ellis — 
Your  "Aunt"  may  be  with  you 
very  soon. 

This  page  is  dedicated  to  the 
newlyweds.  Hunt  up  last  month's 
issue  and  read  the  warning  we  gave 
the  new  "Mrs."   at  that  time. 

Our  CACTUS  WREATH 
crown  will  now  be  transfered  to 
Dennis  "Silver  Plow"  Murphy 
whose  recent  antics  in  a  Foster 
Street  drug  store  should  furnish 
him  with  experience  and  inspiration 
for  many  new  poems. 

The  "Phi  Delt  Revue"  has 
Stepped  This  Way  and  then  moved 
on.  So  many,  oh  so  many,  of  the 
brotherhood  were  included  in  the 
cast  or  staff  of  the  show.  The  di- 
rector, production  manager,  leading 
man,  seven  members  of  the  men's 
chorus  and  about  ten  of  the  tech- 
nical crew  are  members  of  the  Phi 
Delt  dinner  club.  It  is  fine  to 
know  that  so  many  men  from  that 
bouse  are  interested  in  the  theatre 
game  and  that  there  was  no  par- 
tiality shown  in  their  selection. 

DID  YOU  KNOW  THAT: 

Jack  Riley  walks  around  the 
main  streets  of  Evanston  at  night 
with  his  arm  around  Clarice  and 
then  wins  the  National  wrestling 
championship.  .  .  .  "King"  Mc- 
Carnes  won't  stay  away  from  that 
brunette  ....  Willa  Minchin  wears 
two  bathing  suits  to  school  under 
her  clothes  on  cold  days.  Was  that 
done  to  keep  warm  or  help  tht 
"figur"?  Willa  is  playing  some 
innocent     looking     boy     over     in 

FOURTEEN 


Pollyanna 


Speech  now.  .  .  .  Al  Haglund  is 
doing  his  darndest  to  raise  a  little 
political  rumpus  on  campus  so  that 
the  big  boys  will  hear  about  him 
and  give  him  a  job  when  he  gets 
out  of  school.  .  .  .  Morr  and  Powley 
are  considering  giving  up  their  cir- 
cus jobs  because  campus  graft  is  be- 
ing watched  so  closely  ....  Ford 
McCoy,  young  Speech  instructor,  is 
trying  to  date  most  of  the  little 
Freshmen  girls  in  his  classes  .... 


J^ 


PiPhi'.Ycuf  man. 
s  u«  Kas  got 
everthlng  . 

Tk«ta;  WKat 
did  tjout^lnk 
Ke  was  -  a 


Ted  Berchtold  of  the  Board  of 
Student  Publications  is  from  Zion 
City — does  that  explain  anything? 

Frank  Earle  Shulenberger.  the  tall 
boy  with  the  black  curly  hair,  who 
sang  and  danced  in  the  Waa-Mu 
show  with  Libby  Townsend,  was 
quite  a  "Stagedoor  Johnny"  during 
the  rehearsals  and  run  of  that  show. 
A  different  girl  every  night.  And 
as  a  result  Geojge  Phelps  has  chosen 
him  as  the  "love  interest"  in  the 
University  Theatre's  next  show. 
"Paris  Bound." 

Johnnie  Sullivan,  the  Delt  temp- 
erance man,  hung  around  the  Waa- 


Mu  show  rehearsals  for  five  long 
v.'eeks  in  an  attempt  to  acquire  a 
lady  friend  for  himself.  He  played 
the  piano  during  these  many  long 
weeks  of  rehearsals  free-of-charge 
simply  because  he  was  "on  the 
make."  Failing  in  these  attempts 
he  went  on  a  bender  with  Givler 
and  established  a  new  Big  Ten 
record  by  landing  in  two  jails  in 
one  night. 

Ask  Tubby  Stafford  about  his 
recent  associations  with  the  police 
m  the  southern  part  of  Chicago. 

To  Hank  Hecht  and  Lee  Foster 
Aunt  Polly  dedicates  that  well 
known   number,    "Just  A   Gigilo." 

We  understand  that  Ray  Sullivan 
did  some  good  work  up  on  the 
paint  rack  of  the  New  Evanston 
Theatre — and  he  wasn't  painting 
either. 

We  were  sorry  to  learn  that  Dar- 
rel  Ware  was  so  Sophomoric  as  to 
write  the  Daily  Dramatic  Critic  a 
reprimanding  letter  just  because 
Behrstock  said  a  few  disagreeable 
things  about  his  show. 

"Elouse"  Ellis  was  at  the  Char- 
ity Ball  but  he  didn't  know  about 
it  until  the  next  morning  when  his 
"head"   told  him  so. 

— and  speaking  of  the  Charity 
Ball.  If  you  ask  Ted  Egbert  how 
his  nose  happened  to  be  so  red  the 
following  morning  he  will  likely 
say  that  his  dear  brothers  painted 
it  with  mercurochrome.  The  wages 
of  sin — . 

A  recent  streamer  in  the  DAILY 
r  e  a  d  DEFER  ACTION  ON 
FRESHMAN  HEAD.  Why  defer 
It.'     Let  the  axe  fall. 

Derby  Denson  received  a  cor- 
sage of  pansies  the  opening  night 
of  "Step  This  Way."  They  were 
sent  by  his  brothers  so  there  must 
be  a  reason.  No.  Denson  did  not 
jiay  Northway  for  all  that  pub- 
licity he  wrote  in  the  Last  Word 
cclumn.      It   was  just   a   little   free 
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publicity  for  a  fraternity  brother. 
The  members  of  S.  A.  E.  have 
asked  Aunt  Polly  to  make  public 
announcement  of  the  fact  that  Her- 
bie  Kay  belongs  to  their  lodge. 
With  all  the  bragging  they  do 
about  it  we  don't  think  an  an- 
nouncement is  necessary.  They  all 
gather  before  the  campfire  each 
night  in  reverence  and  listen  to  Bro 
Herb  broadcast.  They  all  claim  an 
engagement  to  Doris  Robbins. 

Gordon  Koenig  has  been  elected 
captain  of  the  S.  A.  E.  Taxi  Dance 
Club.  That  club  is  sure  active 
these  days. 

Bright  and  early  one  Monday 
morning  your  Aunt  Polly  saw 
Betty  McGuigan  and  Bob  Palmer 
sneak  off  an  "L"  train  carrying 
their  week-end  bags  .  .  .  WELL.  .  . 
We  warned  Jay  Conners  about 
wearing  that  scarlet  tie  and  now  we 
see  him  with  a  bandage  around  his 
head.  Who  hit  you  with  that  beer 
bottle.  Jay? 

Your  Aunt  receives  complaints 
about  "Min"  Gault  and  "Jimmie 
Boy"  Evans  necking  in  Play  Direct- 
ing class.  What  can  we  do  about 
it? 

Poor  Marie  Powley  says  she  is 
just  bored  to  death  because  she  must 
pose  for  so  many  Syllabus  pictures. 
Tough. 

Charles  Frances  Apley  says  that 
he  would  like  to  meet  Art  Behr- 
stock  in  a  dark  alley  some  night  be- 
cause Art  said  nasty  things  about 
his  acting.  I  wonder  if  he  wants 
to  fight? 

And  then  there's  the  story  about 
Lyle  Arnold  who  came  back  from 
an  Iowa  State  week-end  recently, 
and  brought  back  as  a  souvenir  the 
Kappa  house  candle  snuffer. 

And  so  for  another  season  your 
dear,  dear  Aunt  Polly  bids  you  a 
fond  adieu.  She  issues  a  warning 
that  as  the  last  months  of  the  year 
approach,  she  will  dare  to  become 
a  bit  less  discreet  in  her  revelations 
of  the  actions  of  prominent  campus 
people.  In  other  words,  a  word  to 
the  wise  should  be  sufficient,  but 
we've  given  you  a  whole  sentence. 
So  long. 


Sonnet  for  Husbands 

Well,  are  you  quite  contented  now, 
my  dear, 

Sprawled  in  your  easy  chair,  your 
bare  feet  dangling 

Two  mangy-feathered  slippers:  and 
your  queer 

And  pointed  teeth  deliberately 
mangling 

A  chocolate  that  left  a  brownish 
smear 

Upon  your  chin;  your  copper  brace- 
lets jangling: 

A  gleaming  crystal  swinging  from 
your  ear? 

You  are  too  comfortable  to  think 

of  wrangling. 
Although  I  did  refuse  to  get  your 

book — 

"Her  Lover's  Mistress"  —  for  you 
from  the  table: 


And  so  you  merely  pout  and  coldly 
look 

At  its  red  cover,   wishing  we  were 
able 

To    afford    a    maid,    so    you    could 
shour  for  her. 

Do   blowzy,   well-fed   women   ever 
purr? 


A  fishy  old  fisher  named  Fisher 
Fished    Fish    from    the    edge    of    a 
fissure: 

A    big    fish    with    a    grin 
Pulled   the  fisherman  in 
Now  they're  fishing  the  fissure  for 
Fisher. 


"Every    afternoon    she    undresses 
in  front  of  that  window." 
"Yeh,  the  afternoon  tease." 

Penn.    State    "Groth" 


Spain's  depression  causes  the  bull-fighters  to  be  replaced  by  cow-catchers. 
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The  difference  between  an  optim- 
ist and  a  pessimist  is  that  the  pessi- 
mist believes  all  women  are  bad — 
the  optimist  hopes  the  pessimist  is 
right. 


"Demonstrate    your    wisdom    by 
using  ossify  in  a  sentence." 
"I'd  be  an  ossify  did  that." 
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"What  is  a  waffle?" 

"I   give   up." 

"A  pancake  with  cleats." 
♦■•-• 

"I   was  on  the  stage  once."     .  . 
"Yeah?" 

"Uh-huh.   I  fell  out  of  the  bal- 
cony." 


Si/iP--     — 


He  shuffles  into  class  almost  nine 
minutes  late  every  day.  and  creates 
an  unnecessary  noise  by  slamming 
the  door  after  him.  He  disturbs  a 
large  part  of  the  class  by  calling 
them  by  name,  and  sometimes  he  is 
even  known  to  talk  aloud  in  the 
very  midst  of  class — . 

Is  he  on  probation?  Why.  of 
course  not!      He's  our  professor. 


Preacher:  "Will  you  have  this 
woman  to  be  your  wedded  wife'" 

Groom:  "What  the  hell  do  you 
suppose  I  came  here  for?" 
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Geology  Prof. :  What  kind  of  a 
rock  is  thisi' 

Student:  Oh!  I  just  take  it  for 
granite. 

♦«-♦ 

Y.  M.  C.  A.  Bore:  And  thc^ 
young  man's  prayer  should  be: 
make  me  a  real  man,  O  Lord. 

He:  Sound's  more  like  the  young 
lady's. 


"Private,    which    is    the     highest 

branch  of  the  army?" 

"Aviation,  sir." 

^"•'^ 

Doctors   say   that   healthy   babies 

should  be  a  delicate  pink. 

The  next  door  neighbors  got  one 

who's   a   robust   ycller. 

♦-»-♦ 

"When  did  Washington  take  his 
first  ride?" 

'Twas    when    he    took    a    hack 
at  the  cherry  tree." 

EIGHTEEN 
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Why  don't  you  put  violet  in 
your  bath? 

Because  I  don't  know  Violet. 
<> «  » 

You   had   the   barber   singe   your 
mustache  last  night,  didn't  you? 
Naw,   I  just  had  a  hot  date. 
■*-»-* 

She  may  wash,  but  you  ought 
to  see  her  neck. 

♦«-• 

You  must  be  one  of  those  Chan- 
nel swimmers. 

What  do  you  mean  —  Channel 
swimmers? 

You  go  so  far  and  then  stop. 

^-a-*' 

Am  I  the  first  man  you  ever 
loved  ? 

Yes,  all  the  rest  were  college  boys. 


What  are  weinies? 
Hamburgers   with   tights  on. 

♦  «  » 

When  better    literature    is    sup- 
pressed, Americans  will  read  it. 


Pop,  I  want  to  go  to  college. 

What  do  you  want  to  go  to  col- 
lege    for,     the     traveling     salesmen 
know  just  as  good  ones. 
— »  »  » 

I   kissed   her    while    she     wasn't 
looking. 

What  did  she  do  then? 

Kept  her  eyes  closed  for  the  rest 
of  the  evening. 

•-»-♦ 

Voice  over  phone;     Is    this    the 
lady  that  washes? 

Society   snob:    Indeed!    I    should 
say  not! 

Voice   over   phone:     Why.     you 
dirty  thing. 

o  *  <t» 

Can  you  draw? 

A  little.   Why? 

Well,   then  draw  closer. 


Have  you  ever  been  in  love? 
That's  my  business. 
Well,  how's  business? 

<>  o  <> 

Well,  there  is  one  thing  of  which 
I  can  boast — that  a  lie  has  never 
passed  my  mouth. 

That's  an  advantage  people  have 
that  talk  through  their  nose. 


"Did  you  ever  eat  a  Tennessee 
breakfast?" 

"No,  what  is  it?" 

"A  beef-steak,  a  quart  of  corn, 
and  a  dog." 

"What's  the  dog  for?" 

"To  eat  the  steak." 


She:   "Hold   me  tight." 

He:   "But   I'm   not  a   drinking   man." 

"Does    she    have    her    own    way 

much?" 

"Does  she?     She  writes  her  diary 

up  a  week  ahead  of  time." 
^  ■»  » 

"You  say  he  is  richer  than  Ford' 
How  did  he  do  it?" 

"He  invented  a  luminous  lipstick 
for  dark  nights." 

The  sweet  young  thing  was  say- 
ing her  prayers:  "Dear  God,"  she 
cooed,  "I  don't  ask  for  anything 
for  myself,  only  give  mother  a  son- 
in-law." 


Were  you  out  last  night? 
Not  completely. 

*  «  » 

Are     the    police    in     this    town 
mounted? 

No  only  stuffed. 

♦«-• 

Well,   dad,   I'm  engaged. 

You  don't   mean   that,   do  you? 

Of  course  not  but  it's  lots  of  fun. 

♦-»-• 

I  heard  a  new  one  the  other  day. 
Did  I  tell  it  to  you? 
Is  it  funny? 
Yes. 
Then  you  didn't. 

O  o  ^ 

He  talks    about    his    way    with 
women. 

Yeah,  usually  the  wrong  way. 
«-»-* 

She   (at  dance)  :  Don't  you  want 
to  cut  in? 

He:  Oh  God.  talking  shop  again. 

Nurse:    It's  a  girl,   professor. 
Abs.   minded  prof.:   Well,   show 
her  in. 


*  «  » 


A  man  does  not  have  to  be  a 
tattoo  artist  to  have  designs  on  a 
woman. 

♦«-• 

I  call  the  little  chickens  "soap 
flakes"   because  they   Chipso. 

o  *  o 

If  Adam  came  back  to  earth  to- 
day the  only  thing  he'd  recognize 
would  be  these  jokes. 

^  ■  ^ 

I  love  the  ones  that  do 

I   hate  the  ones  that  don't. 

I  despise  the  ones  that  say  they  will 

And  then  they  say  they  won't. 

But  the  ones  that   I  love  best 

And  I  know  you'll  say  I'm  right 

Are     the     ones      that      say       they 

shouldn't. 
But    you    know    damn    well    they 

might. 


How  do  you  spell   hive? 
All  I  know  is  that  there  are  quite 
a  few  bees  in  it. 

♦-o-^ 

Leah  ( reading  a  wedding  invita- 
tion) :  Your  presence  is  required. 

Lena:  Such  grammar.  Your 
presents  are  required. 
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Plans   to 
The 


End 
Depression 


Everybody  talks  too  much  about 
the  depression.  It  is  like  a  travel- 
ing salesman:  it  is  blamed  for  every 
unexpected  event  which  takes  place. 
It  gives  the  men  an  excuse  for  not 
taking  the  women  out.  It  makes 
the  women  feel  high-powered  be- 
cause they  get  more  pleasure  out  of 
bleeding  the  men  when  blood  is 
scarce.  It  is  time  something  was 
done  about  it.  The  following 
plans  for  ending  the  depression  are 
presented  forthwith. 

fi)  Close  the  Alpha  Phi  house. 
This  will  leave  all  the  Sigma  Nus 
homeless,  since  nobody,  not  even  a 
Sigma  Nu.  would  want  to  live  in 
the  Sigma  Nu  house.  They  will 
naturally  enough  go  to  beer  flats 
when  the  Alpha  Phi  house  is 
closed.  They  will  give  the  boot- 
leggers money.  The  bootleggers 
will  give  it  to  the  police  for  pro- 
tection. The  policemen  will  give 
the  money  to  the  Republican  fund 
because  they  know  where  their  jobs 
come  from.  Hoover  will  be  re- 
elected. This  will  give  everybody 
confidence,  and  Prosperity  will  re- 
turn. 

(2)  Let  all  who  have,  are  now, 
or  will  be  taking  out  Sis  Gleason 
contribute  a  dollar  apiece  per  date 
to  an  insurance  fund  in  preparation 
for  those  Sophomore  Year  Dol- 
drums. The  money  will  have  to 
be  invested  and  this  will  start  the 
wheels  of  industry  turning.  Thus 
the  men  who  have  taken  her  out 
will  be  able  to  say  that  it  did  Some- 
body some  good,  anyway.  Other 
Fish  Friends  who  are  taking  out 
Popularity  Women  might  do  the 
same. 

('3)  Give  ten  per  cent  of  the 
graft  that  will  be  made  on  Circus 
to  the  Unemployment  Fund.  This 
will  start  many  to  work,  over  and 
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above  the  workmen  who  aid  in  pro- 
ducing the  fine  car  that  Morr  will 
probably  buy  after  the  thing  is 
over. 

(4)  Appoint  a  Campus  Cords 
Cleanup  Committee  to  make  every- 
body who  has  dirty  cords  have 
them  cleaned.  This  will  mean  that 
hundreds  of  cleaners  will  have  em- 
ployment cleaning  up  the  cords. 
This  will  mean  that  the  Betas  will 
have  to  stop  sleeping  in  theirs,  and 
that  the  Sigma  Nus  will  have  to 
stop  playing  with  Egbert's  dog  so 
m.uch. 

(5)  Serve  a  good  meal  at  the 
S.  A.  E.  house.  All  the  boys  will 
die  of  surprise,  and  this  will  re- 
move a  goodly  number  of  the  un- 
employed from  the  face  of  the 
earth. 


Origin  of  the  Black  Bottom 


(6)  Have  somebody  kidnap 
Finley.  This  will  bring  hundreds 
of  newspaper  men  here  to  report  the 
afi'air,  and  they  will  spend  hun- 
dreds of  dollars  while  they  are  in 
Evanston.  In  fact  it  might  be  a 
good  idea  to  have  him  kidnaped 
anyway,  and  the  Austin  Scholars 
along  with  him. 

(7)  Let  the  Personnel  Depart- 
ment employees,  who  do  nothing 
much  anyhow,  spend  their  time 
digging  more  holes  in  the  road 
south  of  Garrett  and  north  of  Com- 
merce. Put  the  Building  and 
Grounds  men.  who  do  nothing 
much  anyhow,  to  work  filling 
the  holes  back  up.  The  damage 
done  to  automobiles  would  put  the 
automotive  industry  back  on  its 
feet,  and  think  of  the  salve  that 
would  have  to  be  produced  to  heal 
the  blisters  on  Jimmy  White's 
hands. 

(8)  Have  all  the  athletes  actu- 
ally work  to  earn  their  salaries  dur- 
ing the  off-season  when  they  are 
not  engaged  in  their  favorite  sport. 
Otherwise  the  income  tax  men  are 
liable  to  get  them  like  they  did 
Capone. 

(9)  Have  the  Daily  start  charg- 
ing rates  for  all  the  personal  pub- 
licity that  Palmer's  friends  get  for 
nothing  now.  This  will  put  lots 
of  money  into  circulation. 

(  lol  Have  another  Charity 
Ball.  Experience  being  the  great- 
est teacher,  everybody  would  buy 
shin-guards  and  football  uniforms 
before  they  went.  And  the  racket 
sale  of  text-books  now  in  existence 
could  be  strengthened  infinitely  by 
having  the  guys  who  sold  programs 
at  the  Ball  hawk  text-books  in 
front  of  U.  H.  Everybody  would 
get  stuck  that  way. 

(11)  Make  every  girl  who  has 
been  elected  Northwestern's  Pretti- 
est Co-Ed  buy  a  new  dress.  This 
would  bring  money  to  the  clothing 
establishments  to  the  importers  to 
the  shipping  companies  to  the  Paris- 
ians. Since  the  supply  of  Prettiest 
Coeds  seems  to  be  unlimited,  this 
thing  could  be  carried  on  infinitely. 
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I :  "Yeah,  imagine  my  embar- 
rassment— we'd  only  been  married 
a  month  when  my  wife  gave  birth 
to  twins — both  black." 

2  "Hell,  what's  funny  about 
that?" 

I.  "Why  nothing — only  I  mar- 
ried  a   Chinese   girl — !" 


^r'ls 


"Evesdropping  again,"   said  Ad- 
am, as  his  wife  fell  out  of  a  tree. 


All  play  and  no  Work  makes  a 
poor  bridge  game. 


"Did  I  understand  you  were  in  the  market  for  a  light  car?" 


If  wishes  were  horses — it  would 
be  just  foo  bad  for  the  poor  street- 
cleaners! 


Her  fleece  is  lousy,  ain't  it? 
No,   dammit,   you  should  say- 
"Her  fleas  are  louses." — see? 


Lady    In    Bed:    "Fireman!    Save 

my  child!" 

"Show  her  to  me,  lady!" 

L.    I.    B. :    "Why,      you      dirty 

thing!" 


Let's  elope! 

Oh,  but  we  Cantaloupe! 


"Kiss    me    gently,    dear,"    quoth 
one  billiard  ball  to  another. 


Heard  in  the  Morgue:  Said  one 
corpse  to  another,  "Move  over,  y' 
big  stiff." 


Gentlemen   prefer   blondes — they 
get  dirty  faster. 


Wife:  When  the  maid  left  to- 
day, she  took  a  lot  of  our  towels. 

Husband:    Which    ones? 

Wife:  Oh,  you  know  those  nice 
ones — with  Hotel  Sherman  on 
them. 


Insurance  Doctor:  Any  insanity 
in  your  family? 

Mrs.  Applicant:  Well,  not  ex- 
actly, except  that  my  husband  im- 
agines he's  the  head  of  the  house. 


Nutz:     I  hear  that  Rin-Tin-Tin 
has  a  new  leading  lady. 

Butz:      Yeah?   Who   is   she? 
Nutz:     Helen  Twelvetrees. 


Then  there's  the  wife  that 
learned  that  her  husband  was  lead- 
ing a  double  life — so  she  redoubled. 


"Give  me  a  nickel.    I  haven't  tasted  food  for  a  month." 
"That's  all  right,  buddy,  it  still  tastes  the  same." 


TWENTY-ONE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Rhapsody   in    Blues 


I. 

Quaecumque  sunt   vera. 

Go,  Northwestern,  go! 

Go  to  hell  and  see  if  I  care. 

Quaecumque  sunt   vera. 

And  four  thousand  students  stumb- 
ling to  class 

Wish  to  God  they  could  get  some 
sleep. 

Four  thousand  students  muffled  in 
a  fog 

Wondering  what  in  hell  it's  all 
about 

And  why  the  devil  they  came  in 
the  first  place. 

A  dry-voiced  man  gives  them 
Archimedes'  Principle 

And  lets  it  go  at  that: 

He's  got  research  work  to  do. 

Quaecumque  sunt   vera. 

No  cries  for  madder  music,  strong- 
er wine: 

For  us  wine,  women,  song 

Are  bootleg  gin,  and  jazz,  and 
coeds. 

And  a  Godawful  headache  every 
Sunday  morning. 

Books  are  made  to  be  memorized 

And  love  is  a  subject  for  the  psy- 
chologists. 

Wc  haven't  even  the  courage 

Of  our  lack  of  convictions. 

But  we  got  rhythm,  we  got  music, 

Why  seek  anything  more? 

Father  pays  the  bills  and  our  phil- 
osophy 

Admits  no  Piper. 

There  is  only  one  God 

And  His  name  is  sophistication. 

II. 

Quaecumque  sunt   vera. 
"An    institution    of   social    service," 
That's   what  Prexy  says. 
From  behind  his  polished  desk. 
All   right,   Prexy,   all   right! 
That  sounds  fine  for  the  papers 
But  I  wish  you  could  sec  my  room. 
TV^ENTY-TWO 


I  wish  you  had  to  wade  through 
Old  clothes,  cigarette  butts,  and  old 

dance  programs. 
Maybe  if  your  desk  was  a  mix-up 
Of  books  and  playing  cards, 
Pads  of  matches  and  magazines. 
Pencils    and    ash-trays,    papers    and 

bottle-openers, 
You'd   change   your  ideas. 
Or  if  your  mind  were  whirling 
With  illusions  and  disillusions. 
Youth   and   lethargy, 
Economic  principles  and  frustrated 

passions. 
You  wouldn't  have  time  for  social 

service. 
Don't  smirk  there,   Walter, 
I  know  what  you're  going  to  say — 
If  the  desk  were  yours  you'd  clean 

it  up. 
Okay,  Prexy,  that  takes  care  of  the     p^ss  the  gin,  Ed 

'i^sK,  I  wonder  what  she's  doing  tonight? 

But  what  am  I  going  to  do   with      You   can't   neck   a   book, 

my  mind?  — J.  N. 


Oil  and  water  won't  mix, 

That's  an  abstract  principle: 

Well,  neither  will  abstract  knowl- 
edge and   young  blood, 

And  there's  my  rub. 

Sure,   I   got  rhythm 

Beating  on  my  brain  and  tapping 
in  my  feet, 

But  how  can  I  fit  into  it 

Ethics, 

Aesthetics, 

Spanish,  Physics. 

And  English  C-6? 

III. 

Quaecumque  sunt   vera. 
Go,  Northwestern,  go! 
Go  to  hell  and  see  if  I  care. 
What   if    I    do   fear    you,    and   dis- 
approve 
Of  the  way  you're  going? 
Maybe  an  ant  along  the  tracks 
Feels  that  way  about  a  train. 


Penaj-l-y  for  Illegal  Holding 
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"When  the  tourist  arrived  home, 
he   fell   on   his   face   and   kissed   the 
sidewalk  of  his  native  city." 
"Banana  oil!" 
"No,   banana  peel." 

♦-•-• 

"Are  you  a  freshman?" 
"No.   I'm  on  my  way  to  a  kid 
party." 

♦-»♦ 

"I'm  going  home." 
"Why?  I  live  there." 
*  *  • 


>!#iKJ> 


i  \  \\, 


^ 


"Don't    sob,  brother,    the    wolf 
has  never  been  at  your  door." 

"No?  Say,  the  wolf  was  in  my 
room  and  had  pups." 

♦-•-» 

Customer:  The  horn  on  this  car 
if   broken. 

Salesman:  No.  it's  not:  it's  just 
indifferent. 

Customer:   What  do  you  mean? 

Salesman:  Why,  it  just  doesn't 
give  a  hoot. 

♦-»♦ 

He:  Everything  I  touch  seems  to 
go  wrong. 

She:  Don't  touch  me  then. 
•-•-♦ 

"I  doctor  myself  by  the  aid  of 
medical   books." 

"Yes,  and  some  day  you'll  die 
of  a  misprint." 

♦-•-• 

"I've  completely  sworn  off  wom- 
en," said  the  convict  as  he  entered 
his  cell  to  begin  a  life  sentence. 


'yhai  did  you  find?" 

"A  picture  of  my  favorite  actress." 

"Who's  that?" 

"Helen  Twelvetrees." 


"Hell,  I  guess  I'll  be  in  safe  hands      — ^nd  the  one  about   the   obstetri- 

,^„-   1  ^i"        ■   u  J       ,u  .-•         cian's    wife    who    simply    couldn't 

tonight!         sighed      the      romantic       ,  ...  ,  ^  ' 


Muscle  Dancer  as  she  went  out  with 
the   Armless   Wonder. 


bear  children! 


Hurray!    The  old  man  is  dead! 
Let's  go  biering!" 


"What  was  it  you  ordered,  sir?" 
"Well,  I  wanted  a  Nigger's  Hol- 
iday— but   a  chocolate  sundae   will 
do." 


Tourist:  How  are  things  with 
you.  Levinsky?" 

Red:  Oh,  I  do  a  Russian  busi- 
ness, thanks!" 


"My!  How  nice  and  plump  our 
cow  is  getting!"  quoth  the  little 
milk-maid. 

And  the  bull  looked  wise — 
'cause  he  knew  better! 


"Big  Swindle!"    Big  Swindle!    30  Victims!" 

"Give  me  a  paper,  boy — but  this  is  yesterday's  paper." 

"Big  Swindle — 31   Victims!" 


TWENTY-THREE 
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College  grad:  I  have  two  degrees. 
Ex-convict:  That's  nothing.  I've 
had  my  third. 

*-»-*' 

So  Bill  and  his  dame  raced  to 
the  minister's.  What  was  the  re- 
sulti" 

A  tie. 
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I  don't  like  the  ring  of  this  half- 
dollar. 

'What  do  you  want  for  fifty 
cents — a  peal  of  bells? 


Shall  I  take  this  little  rug  out 
and  beat  it? 

That's  no  rug — that's  my  room- 
mate's towel. 


AFTER  THE  BALL 
Skirt:    My   feet    are   so   sore   I'm 

going  to  take  off  my  shoes  and  dip 

them  in  iodine. 

Scum:     But    won't    it    hurt    the 

leather? 


Theta:  How  did  that  cute  boxer 
over  to  the  Alph  Sig  house  strike 
you? 

Beta:   Stunning. 


Aren't  you  afraid  other  teams 
will  learn  your  signals? 

Naw.  They're  so  complicated 
that  we  can't  even  understand  them 
ourselves. 


Let  he  who  is   without  gin  cast 
the  first  moan. 


I  hear  Peg  is  going  to  marry  a 
silk   merchant.      Pretty   swell! 

Not  so  swell!  He  goes  from  house 
to  house  selling   it  on  spools. 


He:  "How  did  you  find  somefhing 
to    do   fomorrow?" 

She:  "Oh,  it's  duck  soup  for  me." 

Don't  always  complain  about 
my  cooking. 

I'm  sorry,  but  I  simply  had  to 
bring  it  up  again. 


When  I  was  young  I  couldn't 
spit  over  my  chin.  Now  I  can  spit 
all  over  it. 


She  danced   with  abandon. 
She  should  have  worn  more  than 
that. 


My    dreams    are    always   broken. 
You  shouldn't  fall  asleep  so  hard. 

*-»-• 

Have  you  any  low  priced  striped 
goods' 

No.  but  you  can  find  something 

cheap  in  Scotch  plaids. 

♦-»-• 

And   what  is  your  name? 
Mrs.  Jones,  nee  Knox. 
That's   too   bad.      I'd   do   some- 
thing about  it. 


Was  Helen  hurt  much  when  the 
mad  dog  bit  her  calf? 

No — she  wore  gunmetal  stock- 
ings. 


"And  fake  that,  you  big  stiff!" 
TWENTY-FOUR 


.  Infants   are    generally    not    con- 
sidered very  martial,  but  you  usual- 
ly find  them  up  in  arms. 
<  »  » 

So  you  were  to  the  smoker.  How 
was  Abshcllah's  veil  dance? 
Oh.  everything  came  off  fine. 


"Your  fare,  madam." 

"Oh,    conductor,    you're    so    flatter- 


ing. 
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"Isn't  this  antique  furniture 
gorgeous?  I  wonder  where  Mrs. 
Batts  got  that  huge,  old  chest?" 

"Well,  they  tell  me  her  old  lady 

was  the  same  way." 

♦«  »■ 

Sunday  School  Superintendent 
(embarrassedly)  :  Gcraldine.  don't 
you  know  that  little  ladies  shouldn't 
peek  through  key-holes?" 

Eight-year-old:  Yah?  Well, 
don't  you  know  that  old  gents 
shouldn't  wear  pink-silk  under- 
wear ? 

♦-»♦ 

DATE 
"Now,    really,"    said    she,    softly, 

clinging  to 
His  arm,  "you  can't  forget — Maine 

eightfouro. 
I'm   always   home,    and    any    night 

will   do 
To  call.  I'm  awfully  lonesome,  too, 

you  know." 
"Of  course,   I'll  phone.   So  nice  of 

you  to  let 
Me  take  you  to  the  dance.  I  had  a 

quite 
Exciting     evening,     and     I     won't 

forget 
To  phone  next  week.  Well,  thanks 

again.  Good  night." 
"Good  night."  And  to  herself:    "I 

wonder  if 
I  acted  interested  enough?  He  is 
So  very  nice!  And  I  was  rather  stiff. 
Poor    thing!    I    wouldn't    want    to 

injure  his 
Ego   for   the   world."    He   thought, 

'Tool! 
I    hope    I    didn't    act    too    awfully 

cruel." 


Santa   Glaus   certainly   treats   her 

well. 

How  come? 

Look  at  the  way  those  stockings 

are  filled. 

♦«-♦ 

The   sign    in    the    library    which 

says  only  low   talk  permitted  does 

not  mean  you  can  tell  dirty  stories. 
*—•■ 

"Where  does  Gollege  Humor  get 
its  jokes?" 

"From   college   magazines." 

"And  where  do  they  get  their 
jokes?" 

"From  College  Humor." 


"Heavy  date  you  had  last  night. 
Have  a  good  time?" 

"Rotten." 

"What's  the  matter?" 

"Did  you  ever  enjoy  a  book 
with  the  last  chapter  cut  out?" 


"Hear  me.  Since  you  are  so  gifted 
in  eugenics,  tell  me — if  a  University 
of  Ghicago  student  should  marry 
a  University  of  Illinois  co-ed,  what 
would  their  child  be?" 

"Outta  luck." 


Frosh  (over  the  phone)  :  Can 
I  have  a  date  with  you  for  our 
Spring  party? 

Kappa:   Never  heard  of  you. 

Frosh:  I'm  Joe  Smith,  a  pledge 
over  at  the  Wrangler  house. 

Kappa:  But  I  can't  go  out  with 
a  baby! 

Frosh  (tenderly)  :  Oh.  pardon 
me.     I  didn't  know  .... 


Gather  your  kisses  while  you  may, 
Time   brings   only   sorrow. 

For  the  girls  who  are  so  free  today 
Are  chaperones  tomorrow. 


Boy:   You  either  give  me  a  kiss 
or  I'll  take  one. 

Girl:    This    is    no    charitable   in- 
stitution,  you — you  thief! 


AND     IhL 

Did  m.dL"u  evolve 

A  PSM 


CONOJJS™: 


^tt\i^^8'^^' 


TWENTY-FIVE 


P  L  R  P  I. 


PARROT 


Footlight    Frolic 

And  so  my  dear  kiddies  cometh  the  spring — at 
which  period  there  passes  out  of  circulation:  item — a 
sense  of  energy:  item — a  sense  of  humor:  item — a  sense 
of  scholarship;  item — a  sense  of  time:  and  watuvya  got? 
Magnolia!  (and  molasses — but  that's  something  else 
again) . 

And  now  to  direct  you  to  safe  and  sane  paths  of 
indoor  sports  on  these  spring  nights — if  they  remain 
springy. 

Well — there's  a  very  jolly,  very  sentimental  oper- 
etta functioning  down  at  the  Erlanger.  "The  Choco- 
late Soldier"  (as  you  all  know)  is  an  adaptation  of 
Shaw's  "Arms  and  the  Man."  It  is  a  revival  of  prob- 
ably twenty  years'  standing,  but  with  the  enhance- 
ment of  Oscar  Straus's  musical  numbers  and  the  ever- 
fresh  Shavian  witticism  the  comedy  pops  out  of  the 
band-box  as  good  as  new.  I  have  never  seen  actors 
take  such  joy  in  their  portrayals  as  do  Vivienne  Segal 
(well-known  movie  actress)  and  Charles  Purcell  (who 
fits  the  adjectives — "darling."  "cute,"  and  "irresistible" 
as  nearly  as  any  man  could  dare  and  still  be  a  knock- 
out to  his  male  audience).  The  two  gallop  about  the 
stage  and  repeat  their  musical  interludes  as  often  as 
three  or  four  times  to  the  audience's  delight  and  their 
own  almost  juvenile  exuberancy.  And  another  thing — 
in  case  any  of  you  are  all  for  bursting  into  uniform 
and  going  over  to  save  any  lost  or  stolen  Manchurians 
"The  Chocolate  Soldier,"  in  which  Bummerli  with 
great  trepidation  carries  around  chocolate  drops  instead 
of  cartridges  (hence  his  name  you  see). — well  "The 
Chocolate  Soldier"   is  a  spendid  antidote. 

Bad  News!  Yascha  Yushny's  Russian  Revue  "The 
Bluebird"  and  Lew  Leslie's  "Rhapsody  in  Black"  are 
both  leaving  us  for  other  regions.  Both  were  highly 
successful  in  their  presentation  of  racial  songs  and  tradi- 
tions— colorful  and  varied.  Lew  Leslie's  rhapsody, 
which  he  explains  is  an  attempt  to  present  the  more 
poignantly  musical  side  of  colored  life  instead  of  the 
lurid  sexiness  usually  found  in  such  revues,  is  going  on 
a  European  tour  for  further  exposition  of  the  higher 
life  among  the  Ethiopians. 

COUNSELLOR-AT-LAW— The  Selwyn.  If  the 
"All-American"  fever  hit  dramaticritics  and  we  were 
picking  the  star  plays  of  the  current  season,  we'd  cer- 
tainly accord  "Counsellor-At-Law"  a  place  among  the 
first  five.  If  Eugene  O'Neill  is  our  greatest  playwright, 
Elmer  Rice  is  probably  our  smartest.  He  knows  what 
the  boys  in  the  back  room  want,  he  knows  just  how 
to  dish  it  up  to  them,  and  he  also  knows  how  to  put 
enough  medicine  in  it  to  preserve  his  own  dramatic  in- 
tegrity. Following  in  the  footsteps  of  "Street  Scene," 
"Counsellor-At-Law"  is  another  slice-o'-life  play.  It 
begins  nowhere  special   and  ends  nowhere  special,   but 


covers  a  lot  of  territory  in  between.  George  Simon  is  a 
big  New  York  attorney  with  a  keen  mind,  a  large  heart, 
and  a  single  blot  on  his  legal  'scutcheon,  received  some 
years  before  in  saving  a  poor  devil  from  a  life  sentence 
for  petty  theft.  The  local  blue  stockings  get  the  low- 
down  on  him  and  are  about  to  give  him  the  screws 
when  he  manages  to  retaliate  in  kind.  In  the  midst 
of  his  jubilation,  however,  he  discovers  that  his  much 
beloved  wife  has  been  unfaithful  to  him.  After  an 
attempted  suicide,  the  play  closes  with  the  suggestion 
that  his  work  will  act  as  a  mistress  to  him  just  as  effec- 
tively as  a  flesh  and  blood  gigolo  acts  as  his  wife's 
paramour. 

The  action  is  tense  all  the  way  through,  the  play  is 
exceedingly  well  written,  and  Otto  Kruger  gives  a  not- 
able performance  of  the  difficult  role  of  Simon.  Mary 
Servoss  who  did  a  great  bit  of  acting  as  the  murderee 
in  "Street  Scene,"  gives  an  adequately  unsavory  per- 
formance as  the  perfidious  wife.  And  Dorothy  Day 
gives  a  delicious  performance  as  the  switchboard  girl 
who  gets  in  trouble  "that  way."  Help  Hoover's  anti- 
hoarding  campaign.  "Counsellor-At-Law"  is  money 
well-spent.  (Which  reminds  us  —  remember  the  old 
slogan  —  "No  Beer.  No  Work?"     Well  —  we  got  it.) 

EXPERIENCE  UNNECESSARY  —  The  Harris. 
The  Dramatic  League  stoops  to  broad  farce,  and  puts 
on  a  good  one,  as  broad  farces  go.  Frank  Cameron, 
multi-millionaire  motor  magnate,  is  about  to  take  a 
month's  sortie  to  Italy.  He  advertises  for  a  companion, 
offering  a  stipend  of  $5,000,  "experience  unnecessary." 
His  secretary,  who  is  vastly  enamored  of  him,  gets  the 
job,  and  then  proves  that  she  is  as  clever  as  she  is  good 
to  behold  by  pulling  a  Petruchio  on  him  and  taming 
the  wild  young  Don  Juan  into  a  marriage  proposal. 
The  philosophy  of  the  wicked  young  magnate  is 
summed  up  in  two  speeches: 

"Virtue  is  just  a  bad  break,"  and 

"I  could.     Could  you?     Let's!" 

Verree  Teasdale  is  one  swell  actress,  and  Walter 
Woolf  is  handsome  and  convincing  even  though  his 
fine  baritone  doesn't  receive  as  much  employment  as  of 
yore.  The  play  is  one  of  those  out-spoken,  over-sexed 
manifestations  of  the  Later  Decadence  in  Drama,  with 
enough  zest  to  excite  several  shocked  whoops  even 
from  a  first-night  audience. 

And  now  on  to  "The  Life  of  Man"  presented  at 
the  University  Theatre.  It  is  Andreyev's  most  deeply 
pessimistic  portrayal  of  the  universe,  wherein  he  sym- 
bolizes man  as  only  a  candle  glowing  in  the  darkness — 
"from  out  of  the  darkness  into  the  darkness" — man's 
brief  passage.  The  play  is  gloomy  horrible,  and  strik- 
ing— the  sort  of  thing  one  does  not  review  for  the 
Pl'RPl.E  Parrot  Page — which  is  my  highest  tribute 
to  it. 


TWENTY-SIX 


R  RO  T 


^^eary  of  scenes 
like  this? 

—  then  lend  us  your  ears 


This  is  the  time  of  year  when  you  feel  that  the  lights  have  shone  on 
fair  women  and  brave  men  for  the  last  time,  as  far  as  you  are  con- 
cerned. The  feet  that  have  trod  so  many  miles  of  dance  floors  begin  to 
itch  for  a  more  exciting  occupation.  And  Absorbine  Jr.  won't  cure  that 
itch.  What  you  need  is  to  apply  the  uneasy  members  to  the  controls  of 
a  new  Chevrolet  Six. 

And  what  a  thrill  that  is!  At  the  lightest  pressure  on  the  accelerator, 
the  Chevrolet  leaps  ahead  like  a  startled  fawn  (ah  there,  Keats), 
devours  the  miles  like  a  ravening  tiger  (howdy,  Byron),  and  skims 
along  as  smoothly  and  quietly  as  a  bird  in  flight  (and  you,  too,  Shelley). 

To  be  less  zoological,  you  get  places  in  a  hurry,  laughing  mockingly  at 
heavy  traffic  the  while.  For  Syncro-Mesh  gear-shifting  combined  with 
Free  Wheeling  makes  the  new  Chevrolet  Six  as  responsive  to  your  touch 
as  a  generous  parent.  And  wherever  you  go,  heads  turn,  for  the  new 
Chevrolet  Six  is  one  of  the  smartest  cars  on  the  road.  Moreover,  you 
won't  have  to  pawn  those  discarded  dress  clothes  to  pay  for  one,  since 
Chevrolet  prices  are  among  the  lowest  at  which  motor  cars  are  sold! 

So  climb  into  a  coat  —  anybody's  coat  — and  go  down  and  see  the 
new  Chevrolet  Six.    It's  a  guaranteed  sure-fire  cure  for  winter  jitters. 


Tzventy  beautiful  new  models,      j._—  Kyy- 

at    prices    ranging   from        T'/o  000 

Alt  prices  f.o.b.  Flint,  Mick.    Lcnc  delivered  prices  and  easy 

G.  M.  A.  C.  terms.   Chevrolet  Motor  Company,  Detroit,  Michigan. 

Division    of  General   Motors, 

NEW 

CHEVROLET 

SIX 

The  Great  American  Value 

TWENTY-SEVEN 
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SHOP  at  the  CO-OP 


I  726  Orringfon  Ave. 


Sreenleaf  2600 


QUALITY  AND  SERVICE 

Aimer  Coe  glasses  are  made  of  the  best  materials,  by 
artisans,  and  are  delivered  to  you  only  after  minute  and 
scientific  inspection  and  approval.  The  price  you  pay 
includes,  without  additional  cost,  such  rc-adjusting  as  the 
glasses  may  from  time  to  time  require,  during  their  entire 
life  of  wear  and  usefulness. 


See  the  newer  and  improved  types 
and  styles   with   rims   or   without. 


Aimer  Coe  S' Company 


PRESCRIPT 
OPTICIANS 


Ts  OO  ''^^^ 


CISION    MADE 

ASSES 


1645    ORRINGTON    AVE.,    EVANSTON 

Chicago    Stores: 

in.-.   N.   WABVSII    AYE.  IS    S.   LaSALLE    ST. 

78    E.   .TACKSOX    BLVD. 


Burglar — Don't  be  alarmed,  led- 
dy.  I  shan't  touch  yer — all  I  want 
is  yer  money. 

Old  Maid — Oh.  go  away!  You 
are  just  like  all  the  other  horrid 
men! 

Boston  "  Bean  pot" 

"She's  a  good  girl.  I  made  her 
myself." 

Reserve   "Red  Cat" 


"Let  me  see,"  said  the  minister, 
who  was  filling  out  the  marriage 
certificate,  and  forgotten  the  date. 
"'This  is  the  fifth,  is  it  not?"  "Sir," 
said  the  bride,  with  some  indigna- 
tion: "This  is  only  my  third!" 

Boston  " Beanpot" 
*  ■  «      — 

LIFE!    LIFE! 
The  moon  is  shining  clear  and 

bright. 
It  gives  a  fine,  romantic  light, 
I   wish   to   hell    the    moon    were 

dead. 
For  here  I  am  at  home  in  bed. 
Vanderbilt  "Masquerader" 


WELL! 
There  was  a  little  girl 
Who  had  a  little  curl 
Right  in  the  middle  of  her  fore- 
head : 
And  when  she  was  good. 
She  was  very,  very  good. 
And  when  she  was  bad 
She  was  popular. 

Washington   "Dirqe" 


Co-ed:  "Jack,  are  you  sure  it  is 
me  you  are  in  love  with  and  not  my 
clothes?" 

Jack'    "Test  me,  darling." 

Carolina    "Buccaneer" 


Bob — But  you  know  the  old 
proverb,  my  dear,  that  "love  is 
blind." 

Roberta — But       the       neighbors 
aren't,  so  pull  down  the  shades. 
Boston  "Beanpot" 

AND  THEY  SHOOT 

CHEATERS 

Love   is   like   a   poker   game.     It 

takes    a    pair    to    open,    she    gets    a 

flush,    he   shows   diamonds,    and   it 

ends  witli  a  full  house. 

Anapolis    "Log" 


TWENTY-EIGHT 


P  L  R  P  L  t 


PARROT 


THE  OL'  SPRING  VRGE- 

To  Buy  Clothes! 

Jerrems  has  never  presented  a  more  interesting  collection  of 
rugged  tweeds  and  woolens  than  Right  Now,  Of  course,  you 
know  that  this  shop  features  clothes  that  are  made  to  your 
individual  measurennents.  Unbeatable  worknnanship,  tool  And 
what  prices!     Suits,  as  low  as 

$45 


Plain  colored  Swealers  —  practically  every  color  In  the 
spectrum  —  sleeveless,  $2.50.  And  with  sleeves,  $3.50. 
Leather  Jackets,  for  a  mere  $5. 


IMPORTERS 
AND  TAILORS 


1609  Orrington  Avenue- EVANSTON 


Some  girls  have  cleaner  minds  be- 
cause they  change  them  oftener. 
Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


"What's    the   definition   of   ado- 
lescence?" 

"Something  new?" 

"No.    It's  the  period  between  Pu- 
berty and  Adultery." 

Buffalo  "Bison" 


"Is  there  any  age  limit  for  sail- 


ors 


?" 


"There's   no   limit   of   any   kind 
of  sailors.  .  .  . 

Rice   "Owl" 


The  population  of  Jonesburg  is 
on  a  decline.  For  every  baby  born 
two  college  boys  change  their  ad- 
dresses. 

Carolina    "Buccaneer" 


He:    "I    love    you    more    than    I 

can  say." 

She:    "Yes.  yes,  go  on." 

He:    "But,  I  can't  without  your 

permission." 

Cornell   "Widoiu" 


Do  you  like  this  definition  of  a 
stuffed  olive;  a  pickle  with  a  tail 
hght? 

Utah   "Humbug" 


He:    "What  do  you  know  about 
Peoria?" 

It:   "Four  out  of  five  have  it." 
Nebraska    "Awgwan" 


First  Horse:    "Who  was  that  nag 
I  saw  you  with  last  nighti'" 

Second    Horse:    "That    was    no 
nag,   that  was  a  nightmare." 

Wisconsin    "Octopus" 


She  fhought  the  Pied  Piper  was 
a  drunken  plumber. 

Wabash  "Caveman" 


He:    Let's  sit  this  dance  out. 
She:  I'm  tired;  let's  dance  awhile. 
Carolina    "Buccaneer" 


"Geraldine,  where  is  your  doll?" 
"Aw,  Bill  has  the  doll,  and  I'm 
awarded  five  lollypops  a  week  ali- 
mony." 

Penn  "Punch  BolvI" 


The  latest  fad  for  girls  seems  to 
be  keeping  a  loose-life  diary. 

Oklahoma  "Whirlwind" 


Slipper  ice — very  thin: 
Pretty  girl — tumbled  in; 
Saw  a  fella — on  the  bank; 
Gave  a  shriek — then  she  sank. 

Boy  on  hand — heard  her  shout; 
Jumped  right  in — pulled  her  out: 
Now    he's  hers — very  nice: 
But  she  had — to  break  the  ice. 
Anapolis    "Log" 


They  laughed  when  I  sat  down 
at  the  piano — for  I  had  lost  my 
trousers. 

Texas  "Battalion" 


There  was  a  young  girl  from  Noo 

Yawk 
Who    r,t     Houseparties     sot     up     a 

squawk: 
She  looked  at  the  guy 
With  a   vindictive  eye 
Saying.     "Next     time     you     enter, 

please  knawk." 
Dartmouth  " J ack-O -Lantern" 


TWENTY-NINE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


ReviarJcable  pictnvt  of  Chris,  made  from  tug 
beariny  Mayor  Walker  and  official  icelcoming 
comviittee.  Chris  ivith  spy-r/lass  to  astic/matic 
pi/e  is  certain  the  statue  of  Libert }i  is  hohlinfi 
up  a  pint  bottle  of  .  .  .  sJiall   }i:e  sai/   Jtair-tonicf 


Chris 
COLUMBUS 

discovers  a  thing  or  two 
about  strange  lands  and 
strange  printers  .  .  . 

"Undiscovered  lands  are  meant  to  lie  dis- 
covered," said  Chris  as  he  rode  down  Fifth 
Avenue.  "But  as  you  want  a  testimonial  let 
me  say  that  \'Ou'll  discover  in  Lloyd  Hollister 
Inc..  a  printing  organization  complete  in  per- 
.sonnel  and  equipment.  Strange  printers,  I 
have  disco\ered,  are  like  strange  lands.  You 
don't  know  what  to  e.xpect  from  them, 

"Personally.  I  feel  if  I  were  not  a  discoverer 
by  birth,  constantly  discovering  things.  I'd 
depend  on  the  places  I  know  about — those 
places  in  which  I  can  put  my  confidence.  And 
that  goes  for  printers,  too.  In  Lloyd  Hollister 
Inc.,  known  for  years  on  the  North  Shore, 
you  can  place  your  fullest  confidence  for 
there  is  n<ithing  unknown  aliout  the  (juality 
of   work  the}'  produce.    It's  all  there." 

Lloyd  Hollister  Inc. 

1232  Central  Ave.  Wilmette 


He:    "What    are    you    thinking 

about?" 

She:    "The  same  thing  as  you." 
He:    "'^'^ell,  I  am  sorry  but  it  is 

impossible:  I  am  in  training." 

Texas  "Battalion" 


"My  word,  young  lady,  what's 
happened .''  You  don't  look  your- 
self this  morning  at  all.  Why,  I'd 
almost  take  you  for  someone  else." 

"Yes,  just  imagine  sir.  the  fel- 
low I  was  out  with  last  night  took 
me  for  a  tramp," 

Bloomington  "Bored  Walk" 


"Mother,    mother,    I    must    con- 
fess." 

"Yes.  Ronald,  but  don't  take  it 
so  hard 

"Oh,  Mother,  I  can't  go  around 
with  this  great  secret  in  my  bosom." 

"Yes    Ronald,  but  tell  me  what 
it  is.    Mother  understands." 

"Oh.    Mother. — how   can    I    tell 
you?" 

"Go  on.  my  child." 

"Mother.     I     don't     believe     in 
fairies." 

"But  when  you  are  as  old  as  I, 
vou  will,  my  son." 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial" 


And  then  there's  the  suspicious 
husband  who  not  only  bought  his 
wife  a  Frigidaire,  but  also  made 
her  drink  cofrcc  to  keep  the  sand- 
man away. 

Chicago  "Phoenix" 


"Decline  neck." 
"Neck,  neckin.  naked." 

"Moonshine" 

•  ■  •  — 

Somebody  stole  a  march  on  the 
Phi  Phis — and  it  was  their  best 
Sousa   phonograph   record,   too. 


An    old    maid    is    a    girl    whose 
won'ts  were  many. 

Temple   "Oivl" 


The  slogan  for  a  nice  night's  en- 
tertainment: "So-fa  and  no  father." 
V.  P,   I.  "Skipper" 


"So  vou  had  a  date  with  a  col- 
lege guy?" 

"No.  I  tore  my  dress  on  a  nail." 
Carnegie  Tech.    "Puppet" 


THIRTY 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


A  FLOWER  OF  .  .  .    ? 
Have  you  any  pansies  for  an  old 
lady? 

Just  a  moment,    mum.     I'll   call 
the  floorwalker. 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial" 


A    ring    beneath    the    ear    shows 
you're  up-to-date. 

A    ring   beneath    the    eye    shows 
you're  up-to-late; 

A    ring   upon   you   finger  shows 
you're   up-to-Fate. 

Boston  " Beanpot" 


"You  say  she's  considered  fast?" 
"Well,  she  does  one  lap  after  an- 
other. " 

"Brown   Jug" 


There's  poetry  in  woman's  every 

line, 
And  in  her  face,  blank  verse. 

Oklahoma   "Whirlwind" 


And  there  was  the  co-ed  who 
married  and  insisted  upon  having 
twin  beds.  She  kicked  till  she  got 
them. 

Cornell   "Widow" 


GOOD  CLEAN  FUN 
Harold :  Do  you  object  to  kissing 
on  sanitary  grounds? 
Mable:    Oh.  no. 

Harold:     Then      how    about     a 
stroll  through  the  infirmary. 

New  York  "Medley" 


They  were  some  distance  from 
shore  when  the  boat  filled  with  wa- 
ter and  sank. 

"Do  you  think  that  you  can 
swim  to  that  bouy?"  he  asked. 

"If   I   can't,   it   will   be   the   first 
bouy  I  haven't  made."  she  said. 
Wisconsin  "Octopus" 


'Who   was   that    dame    you 
at  the  dance?" 

"She's    the    one    that's    got 
pin.     Want  an  introduction?" 

"No     just   ask   her   what    I 
with  my  vest,  will  you?" 

Illinois   "Siren" 


had 


my 
did 


She:  What  is  this  primrose  path, 
anyway? 

He:  What,  haven't  you  erred? 
Anapolis    "Log" 


Presidential  Timberl 

▼  What  this  country  needs  is  an  all-around, 
all-wet  president.  Homer  Bru,  banker,  busi- 
ness man.  Farmer  and  statesman,  is  that  man. 
Mr.  Bru's  modesty  is  shown  in  his  answer  to 
his  party's  request  that  he  throw  his  hat  in  the 
ring  in  the  Forthcoming  election.  His  answer 
was  simply,  "Who,  me?" 

A  play-by-play  and  plank-by-plank  story  oF 
Homer  Bru's  campaign  is  being  published  in 
COLLEGE  HUMOR.  As  citizens  oF  these 
(we  hope)  United  States,  it  is  your  duty  to 
keep  your  finger  on  the  pulse  oF  the  hectic 
politics  oF  the  aForesaid  States.  Bru's  spotless 
record  will   inspire  you.     Read  about  him  in 

Collge  Humor 

1050  N.  LaSalle  St.,  Chicago 


TH I  RTY-O  N  E 


P  U  RP 


PARROT 


Senior 
Photographs 


Northwestern  days  are  almost 
over  for  the  class  of  '32.  Now 
is  the  time  for  Seniors  to  have 
their  graduation  pictures  made. 
Do  it  now,  and  avoid  the  rush 
that  comes  near  commencement 
time.  Call  the  Matzene  studio 
for  an  appointment,  and  be  as- 
sured of  getting  the  best  photo- 
graph you  ever  had. 


MATZENE 

The  Syllabus  Photosrapher 
1618  Orrington  Greenleaf  4221 


The  girl  I  left  behind  me 

I  think  of  night  and  day. 
For  if  she  ever  found  me 
There'd  sure  be  hell  to  pay. 

Michigan  "Gargoyle." 


Here's  to  the  greatest  gambler  of 
all  time — Lady  Godiva.  She  put 
everything  she  had  on  a  horse. 

Texas  "Battalion." 


"That  ain't  the  calf  of  it."  said 
the  bull  as  he  saw  the  colt  stand- 
ing next  to  the  cow. 

Reserve   "Red  Cat." 


Rent-a-Car  Rates 

REDUCED 

CHEVROLET— FORD    12c  per  mi. 

DODGE    15c  per  mi. 

AUBURN— BUICK    18c  per  mi. 

GREENLEAF   RENT-A-CAR 


1218  ChicadQ  Ave. 


Call  Gre.  3000 


Rastus  was  summoned  to  the  po- 
lice court.      The  judge  asked  him: 

"Rastus.  did  this  accused  man 
disturb  your  peace  last  night?" 

Rastus:  "Nossuh,  jedge.  He's  not 
guilty.  She's  gone  home  to  the 
country  now." 

Missouri  "Shoivme" 


"I  warn  you.  Lm  necking  against 
the  doctor's  orders." 

"Gosh,  are  you  sick?" 

"No,  but  the  doctor  is  my  hus- 
band." 

Cornell   "Widow" 


This  depression  business  means 
little  to  the  Vanities  .  .  they  can't 
cut  down  on  their  wardrobe  much 
more  unless  they  have  the  girls  for- 
get their  smiles. 

Missouri  "Shoivtne" 


"This  is  the  skull  of  a  man  who 
was  shipwrecked  for  two  years  on 
a  desert  island  with  two  chorus 
girls." 

"How  did  he  die?" 

"He    wore    himself    out    tearing 
down  the  signals  they  put  up." 
Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


Advertisement:  You  get  the  girl, 
we'll  do  the  rest. 

Groom:    That's  hardly  fair." 
Washington  "Dirge" 


NECK  AND  NECK 

She:  And  if  I  sit  over  in  that 
nice  dark  corner  with  you  will  you 
promise  not  to  hug  me? 

He:    Yes. 

Her:  And  will  you  promise  not 
to  kiss  me? 

Him:    Yes. 

Feminine:  And  will  you  promise 
not  to 

Masculine:    Yes. 

She:    Then  what  in  hell  do  you 
want  me  to  go  over  there  for? 
Alabama  "Rammer-Jammer" 


She:   Bill  pretends  to  run  out  of 
gas  every  time  he  takes  me  to  ride. 

Sheg:    Well,  what  do  you  do? 

She:    I  pretend  I  have  a  sprained 
ankle  and  can't  walk. 

Carolina    "Buccaneer" 


TH  I  RTY-TWO 


LLOYD  HOLLISTER  INC 


Oiie  eye  that  sees 
better  than  two 


Heat  coils  act  as  tiny  cir- 
cuit breakers,  protecting 
delicate  and  sensitive 
equipment  from  effects  of 
stray  currents. 


Makers  of  telephone  equipment  cannot   rely  on   their  eyes  in  test- 


ing a  certain  type  of  coil  used  by  the  million  in  central  offices.    For 


greater  accuracy  they  utilize  the  "electric  eye"  or  photoelectric  cell. 


At  Western  Electric  this  uncanny  piece  of  apparatus 


stares"  all  day  long  without  fatigue  recording  galvanometer  readings. 


JI,  It  forms  a  vital  part  of  a  machine  for  automatically  separating 
perfect  from  imperfect  coils.  Its  use  is  typical  of  the  way  this  organ- 


One  heat  coil  every  second 
—  tested  by  the  ''electric 
eye  "  at  If  eslcrn  Electric. 


The  human  e^■e  <Mn  detect 
no  difference  between  these 
switchboard  lamps  but  the 
"electric  eye  "can  and  tloes. 


ization  puts  science  to  practical  advantage.  CL.  Here  is  no  blind  fol- 
lowing of  tradition.    And  yet  new   methods  must  prove  themselves 


worthy  —  must  be  tested  as  carefully  and  as  thoroughly  as  the  tele- 


phones and  telephone  equipment  manufactured  for  the  Bell  System. 


Western  Electric 

Manufacturers  .  .  .  Purchasers  . 


Distributors 


SINCE     1882     FOB 


THE     BELL    SYSTEM 


''You  like  them  FRESH? 


So  do  I! 


'^•> 


You  don't  have  to  tell  the  woman  who 
has  switched  to  Camels  the  benefits  of  a 
fresh  cigarette. 

She  knows  all  about  it — that's  the  rea- 
son she  stays  switched. 

She  has  learned  that  the  fine,  fragrant, 
sun -ripened  choice  tobaccos  in  Camels 
have  a  perfectly  preserved  delicate  mild- 
ness all  their  own. 

She  knows  by  a  grateful  throat's  testi- 


mony what  a  relief  this  smooth,  cool, 
slow- burning  fresh  cigarette  means  to 
sensitive  membrane. 

Camels  are  fresh  in  the  Camel  Humidor 
Pack  because  they  are  inade  fresh,  fresh 
with  natural  moisture  and  natural  flavors 
—  they  are  never  parched  or  toasted. 

If  you  don't  know  what  the  Reynolds 
method  of  scientifically  applying  heat  so 
as  to  avoid  parching  or  toasting  means  to 
the  smoker — switch  to  Camels  for  just 
one  day — then  leave  them — if  you  can. 

R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 

Winston  Salem,  A'.  C 


_  "Are  you  Listenin'?" 

J.   REYNOLDS    TOBACCO    COMPANY'S    COAST-TO-COAST    RADIO    PROGRAMS 


CAMEL  QUARTER  HOUR,  Morton  Downey,  Tony  Wons, 
and  Camel  Orchestra,  direction  Jacques  Renard.  every  night 
except  Sunday,  Columbia  Broadcasting  Sysrem 


PRINCE  ALBERT  QUARTER  HOUR.  Alice  Joy, 
"Old  Hunch,"  and  Prince  Albert  Orchestra,  every  nipht  except 
Sunday,  National  Broadcasting  Company  Red  Network 


Sei  radio  page  of  local  newspaper  for  time 


#  Don't  remove  the  moiiture-proof  wrapping  from 
yottr  package  of  Cameh  after  you  open  it.  The  Camel 
Humidor  Pack  is  protection  against  perfume  and  pow- 
der odors,  dust  and  germs.  In  offices  and  homes,  even 
in  the  dry  atmosphere  of  artificial  heat,  the  Camel 
Htttnidor  Pack  can  be  depended  upon  to  dttner  fresh 
Camels  every  time 


Made    FHE.SH- Kept    FRESU 


